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PREFACE. 



"^T 71-10 that is a lover of art would not be 
pleased to visit a gallery, where he could 
see displayed beautiful statuary, from the hands of 
eminent sculptors, or behold beautiful paintings 
from the most renowned masters of the art; en 
who, being a lover of flowers, would not prize a 
walk through some magnificent garden, where 
there. is every vaiiety and profiision of fruits and 
flowers, which have been cultured and arranged 
by eminent gardeners. 

Now, what gems of painting or statuary are in 
the world of art, or what flowers are in nature, 
we believe these gems of thought, culled from the 
religious literary world, to be to the lover of relig- 
ious literature. 

The reader, as he peruses these pages, will 
recognize many illustrious names, standing out as 
(iii) 
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luminous stars in American and Englisli pulpits. 
Every thing of a sectarian cliaracter is omitted, 
and we believe that every tlionght can be appre- 
ciated by the Christian reader of any denomina- 
tion. And the reader will find that these gems, 
emanating in many different minds, will be very 
diverse in their character : some well calculated to 
draw a tear, while Others will most assuredly ex- 
cite a smile. 

Many of them cannot fail to interest and instruct 
the young, while others will drive away the melan- 
choly and brighten the declining path of the aged. 
Like a man of thoughts, a book of thoughts ought 
to be a desirable companion, especially one which 
may contribute to .arrest the careless and wandering, 
and to animate the sincere and virtuous. And we 
believe the reader who loves entertainment mingled 
witli instruction, will peruse these pages with pleas- 
ure. The AtiTHOE. 
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A MOTHER sat by the window, sorrowing for 
her babe, and looking across the road into the 
bnrying-gromid. Her boy, ten years old, came lov- 
ingly to her and said, — 

"Mother, why do you cry? I have often seen 
you very tired of holding the baby; but now Jesus 
will hold her, and if he should get tired he will pass 
her all around among the angels." 



PASSED from our sight, widiin the veil. 
Still compassed by the Father's care j 
Why sliould our hearts theii loss bewail, 
And sorrow darken to despair ? 

They breathe tlie fragrance of the flowers 
From the fair groves of Eden shed — 

Sfdll ours, though gone before, still ours 
Are fliey we call the Early Dead. 

IT. f/. B^rl^igh. 

1- (S) 
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6 I.IF.I ■IIIOUGIITS. 

IN a glert of llie Scotch Highlands lived a pooi 
widow, whose only daughter had been, decoyed 
to a large city, and into a life of profligacy and 
shame. The mother went after her, sought her out, 
and pleaded with her to come home. The daughter 
relented, and was returning home, when a new 
temptation assailed her, and she went back to her 
dark career of sin. The niother cast herself for 
help on the widoiv's God. 

Late and lonely sat the poor widow one night, 
watching the flidiering embers on the hearth, when 
suddenly she heard tlie door creak and the sound of 
a bare foot on the cabin floor. She tiu'ned to see, 
and lo ! her daughter ! As soon as the heart-break- 
ing confession was over, the daughter inquired, 
" How came it, mother, that, at this late hour of the 
iiight, I found the latch of the door open ?" — " That 
latch" replied the mother, "has never been sltut, day 
or nighl, since you left me. I feared that, if you 
came and found it fastened, you might go away, and 

Blessed mother ! her heart kept its hold on the 
latch of that ever-open door. Oh ! wanderer from 
God ! oh ! impenitent soul ! Christ Jesus has set open 
a door into heaven for you when he shed his blood 
for your sins. That latch lias never been shut 
against you, day or night, since you began to wan- 
der. The door is not only open, but entrance ia 
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IN a woiiderfu] panorama exhibited of tlie Pil- 
grim's Progress, I remember one scene. It waa 
a nide, tinconfJi cross. It rather repelled than 
excited emotion, and I wondered as I saw the paint- 
ing, why they slioiild exliibit such a thing as that. 
All the others were beautiful : it was without fonii or 
comeliness, As we were gazing, a light was sud- 
denly thrown upon it, a Jittle film of gaiize was 
raised, and, instead of this rude and rough picture, 
there was the most sublime, exalted conception of 
the Cross which I have ever seen in art Now, 
what was there the second time that was not there 
the first? What was added? It was light — noth- 
ing but light. And if you do not understand the 
Bible, my dear brother, go home and ask God to 
throw light upon it. 



I HAVE no faith in that woman ivho talks of 
grace and glory abroad and uses no soap at 
home. Let the buttons be on the shirts, let the 
children's socks be mended, let the roast mutton be 
done to a turn, let the house be as neat as a new 
pin, and the home be a.s happy as home can be ; 
and then, when the cannon balls, and the marbles, 
and the shots, and even the grains of sand, are ali 
in the box, even then there will be room for those 
little deeds of love and faith which, in my Master's 
name I seek of you who love his appearing. Serve 
God by doing common actions in a heavenly .spirit, 
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and then, if your daily calling only leaves you cracka 
and crevices of time, fill these up widi '.;oly seiTice. 
To use the apostle's words, "As we have opportu- 
nity, let us do good unto all men." 



HO W blest the sacred tie that binds. 
In sweet communion, kindred minds ! 
How swift the heavenly course they run, 
Whose hearts and faith and hopes are one ! 
Nor shall the glowing flame expire, 
Wlien dimly bums frail nature's fire ; 
Then shall they meet in realms above, 
A heaven of joy, a heaven of love. 



PHILOSOPHERS t«ll us that every uttered 
word produces a vibration in the atmosphere : 
an ingenious theory has therefore been broached 
that these vibrations never entirely cease 1 If this 
were true, wc should still be moving among the 
inaudible words of all our progenitors. This seems 
fanciflil in natural philosophy; but there is a sense 
in which every uttered word lives for ever. It hves 
in its influence on the speaker — in its influence on 
others. Paul's voice echoes stiU ; millions of God's 
^thful messengers, being lead, yet speak ! 

Rev. Thcs. L. Culler. 
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WE have seen a child weeping bitterly on his 
mother's Itnec, while the train was carrying 
him triuiiiphantly on. "Poor child I" we thought, 
"why weepest thou? Thy mother's arms are 
around thee, thy niothei-'s eye is fixed upon thee, 
and that bustle and rapidity, so strange and dreadful 
to ihee, are but carrying thee faster to thy home." 
Thus man wails and cries, with God above, God 
around, God below, and God before hiiu, 

G. Gilfillan. 

BY the thorn-road, and none other, 
Is the mount of vision won ; 
Tread it without shrinking, brother ! 
Jesus trod it : press thou on ! 



WHILE I was n Europe I stood a g and 
catliedr 1 adn nng tl e pi ntmgs and stat- 
uary, when a friend c lied my a c o to he do ne 
overhead. I looked pwa d o the ceil g ar above 
us, but could e only a cloud d e h Soon, 

however, the confu on an shed and a ge c f ces 
were looking do n o s fro n eve y par of he 
magnificent doi e I va a beau f 1 o gh of 
the artist. And o th great clo d of wi ne ses ' 
gaze lovingly upon every vo ke fo CI sL Some- 
times I see only clouds abo t e bu h j melt 
away, and I cai beho d 1 e s n e 1 eJ ^one 
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before mc--witli looks of encouragement and 
affection, filling the heavens around and above me. 

RIGHT here at the foot of the cross, and here 
aione, can we find inspiration at once for the 
deepest piety and the purest philanthropy. See 
that degraded man : why do I love him ? Because 
he is lovely ? No ; but because Christ died for him 
and for me. The golden chain which binds me to 
him passes through the heart of Christ. The bro- 
ken links of brotiierhood are welded together by 
being welded to Jesus. 



THERE is many and many a candle that will 
burn discreetly in a room where the air is 
still, wliich if yon take it into the wind, flares and 
flutters and burns every way but the right way ; and 
there are many Christians that are able to have 
the pure flame of Christian life bum steadily, if you 
only shield them, but that, if you move tliem about 
and bring them in conflict with each other in cir- 
cumstances of temptation, show their weakness of 
Christian feeling. 



GOD loves to hear his people sing in the night. 
At no time does God love his children's sing- 
ing so well as when they give a serenade of praise 
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under his window, when he has hidden his face fion; 
tliem, and will not appear to them at all. They are 
all in darkness ; but they come under his wiiidowj 
and they begin to sing there. "Ah!" says God, 
" that is ti-ue faith, that can make them sing praises 
when 1 will not look at them ; I know there is some 
faith in them, that makes them lift np their hearts, 
even when I seem to talce away all my tender mer- 
cies and all my compassions." Sing, Christian ! for 
singing pleases God. In heaven, we read, the an- 
gels are employed in singing : do you be employed 
in the same way ; for by no better means can yon 
gratify tlie Almighty One of Israel, who stoops from 
his high throne to observe the poor creature of a 



IN terrible agony, a soldier lay dying in Uie hos- 
pital, A visitor asked him, — 

"What Church are you of?" 

"Of the Church of Christ," he replied. 

"I mean of what persuasion are yon?" then 
inquii-ed the visitor, 

"Persuasion!" said the dying man, as his eyes 
looked heavenward, beaming with love to the 
Saviour: "I sxa persuaded that neither death, nor 
life, nor angels, nor principalities, nor powers, nor 
things present, nor things to come, nor heighth, nor 
depth, nor any otlier creature, shall be able to sepa 
rate me from the love of God which is in Christ 
Jesus." 
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I WAS looldng the other day at a glass bee-hive, 
and it was very singular to observe the motions 
of the little creatm-es inside. Well, now, this world 
is nothing but a huge glass bee-hive. God looks 
down on you, and he sees you alL You go into 
your little cells in the streets of this large city ; you 
go to your business, your pleasures, your devotions, 
and your sins ; but remember, wherever you go, you 
can never get away from the Lord's observation. 

IN the morning the thief was wiithing upon the 
cross ; in the evening he was exulting in glory ! 
How close to each other are pardon and paradise, 
the cross and the crown, the battle and the prize, the 
wilderness and Canaan, the darkest midnight and 
tlie morning dawn. Calvary and heaven ! 



WHAT would in my boyhood have cost a 
small fortune, can now be had easily if a 
man will substitute pictures for tobacco. If a man, 
instead of tanning Ms mouth and smoking his head, 
would lay out for ■ pictures what he expends for 
tobacco, it would make all the difference in his 
dwelling between walls handsomely decorated and 
pleasant, and walls without decoration, bald and 

Not that I would infringe upon your liberty of 
using tobacco. That is a precious liberty which I 
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do not toucli ! I give you no advice. I merely say 
tliat the cost of annual tobacco would more than 
furnish, every year, a room in your house for your 
children. If you see more pictures, evanescent, in 
the indulgence of tobacco, and have more pleasure 
in them then you would in works of art, that is your 
liberty. Your children, perhaps, may liave a right 
to say sometliing, your companion perhaps may ; but 
I say nothing. 



A "CHANGEABLE SILK," as it is called, 
looks now brown and now green, because it 
is never quite green and never quite brown, but 
always composite of the two. And a changeable 
robe of religion looks now brilliant and now dingy, 
because it is never thoroughly humbled, and never 
thoroughly elate. 



SUPPOSE you destroy all the seeds and roots of 
weeds, etc., from your garden, and yet allow a 
man to walk along your garden fence, and cast 
weed-seed over on the clean soil : how long will your 
garden be kept free of weeds ? So your heart may 
be made as clean as the blood of Christ can raalie 
it ; and yet if you allow the devil, hell's seed-sower, 
to come up to the fence of your soul, he will seed it 
again with sin. 
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YES, fair as the syren, but false as her song, 
Are the world's painted shadows that lure ua 
along; 
Like the mist on the mountain, the foam on the 

deep, 
Or the voices of friends tiiat we g^ eet in our sleep 
Are the pleasures of earth. 



A MAN puts on a life-preserver in the billows, 
and so some souls put on fai^h. But there is 
many a one who no more thinks of carrying faith 
into liis counting-house, than of wearing a life-pre- 
server in his parlor. 



TRUE faith and reason are the soul's two eyes; 
Faith evermore looks upward and descries 
Objects remote; but reason can discover 
Things only near, sees nothing thaf s above her. 

SOME men choose home to spit their spleen and 
uncork the bottle of their discontent, which all 
day long they have been filling. Ratlier do this in 
the world where no one thinks enough of you to feel 
bad about it; but remember there is one at home 
who can be made to suifer as no one else in this 
wide world. If you liave one smile, save it for your 
wife at home. 
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THERE aie men that gather together their bags 
of gold and silvei*, and sit down and weigh 
and sound every ducat; and we call them misers. 
There are misers, also, of the soul, that ring their 
virtues, and generosities, and truth-speakings, and 
good deeds. And the most miserable of all misera- 
ble misers are these soul-misers, that are perpetually 
ringing the changes over their own little accumula- 
tions of virtue and attainment. 



THE lungs can disuse some of theii- air-cells, 
until they collapse and close, and neverthe- 
less, cherish life enough in the chest to withstay the 
contraction from a fatal reach. So the spirit can 
have some variety of religion without expanding to 
its full proportions. 



THERE are business men who are almost stran- 
gers in their own house. After an early 
breakfast, they are away, often without seeing a 
portion of the family; they "lundi down town," are 
home to tea, and out to some evening engagement, 
returning to find that most of the family are asleep. 
What do such men know of home? Not much but 
its bills. No family readings, no quiet gatherings 
around the lamp or drop-light, with song and story, 
and parting prayer. There is no diarni, no sweet 
ness, no sanctity in such a home-life. 

Rev. Dr. T. M. Edd^. 
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SOME frait which you gather from your trees is 
of such a nature that if you were to try and eal 
it in the autumn, it would he very sour, and would 
make you very unwell; but just store it up a little, 
and sec how luscious and juicy it becomes ! It is a 
pity to destroy the fruit and pain yourself by prema- ' 
ture use. It is just so with your troubles : they are 
all darkness now; do not meddle with them, leave 
them till God has ripened tliem and turned them 
into light. 

Rev. S. II. Sj,uTgeo,i. 



THERE'S a bliss beyond all that the minstrel 
has told, 
When two that are linked in one heavenly tic, 
With heai-t never changing, and brow never cold. 
Love on tiirough all ills, and love on till tliey die. 



I WOULD rather have wiitten that hymn of 
Wesley's, 

•■JC5li5,Ioya:of ray aout, 
Let mc 10 thy bosom lly," 

than to have the fame of all the kings that ever sat 
on the earth. It is more glorious. It has more; 
power in it I would rather be the author of that 
hymn than to hold the wealth of the richest man in 
New York. He will die. He is dead, and does, 
not know it He will pass, after a little while, out ' 
of men's thoughts. What will there be to speali of 
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him ? Wliat will he have done that will stop trouble 
or encourage hope ? His money will go to his heirs 
and they will divide it. It is like a stream divided 
and growing narrower by division. And tliey will 
die, and it will go to their heirs. In three or four 
generations everything comes to the ground again 
for redistribution. But that hymn will go on singing 
until the last trump brings forth the angel band ; and 
then, I think, it will mount up on some lip to the 
very presence oT God And I would rather have 
written such a hymn than to have heaped up all the 
treasures of the riclicst man on the globe. A man 
may be very useful and influential, and not be 
rich. 



" /~^.QV) so loved the world that he gave Hii only 
VJJ begotten Son, tli wh b I e e 1 Him 

sliould not perish, but 1 la 1 f Pre- 

cious words ! whicli th Ch ti 1 h 1 a ever 
treasured as among the n Ij n tl cas- 

ket intrusted to her car — nod o 1 1 turn 
with more than ordinat 1 gh a 'ely 

flower where all are bca f 1 a n brilliant 
star where al! are brigh — w d 111 ous 
mother has often selec d a 1 h her 

lisping child for its guid If ad 1 1 th ged 
saint has breathed as the b p f 1 ope 

in death. 
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t8 life thoughts. 

" T T ERE we rest," said tlie old Indian chief, long 
X i years ago. Having been pushed on and on 
by the white man : he went up to a large tree that 
he thought would stand, and inscribed on it hiero- 
glyphics, and when asked what it meant, he said, 
"Alabama." What does Alabama mean? It means, 
" Here we rest." He crossed, as he supposed, the 
last stream, and the white man would disturb him no 
more. And so, when God's saints cross the river of 
death, tiiough I think they will be very careful not 
to mar the tree of life, yet they will feel like inscrib- 
ing on every tree their heavenly, immortal "Ala- 
bama "—-here we rest forever. 



THE most beautiful birth was the birth in tlie 
manger; the loveliest life was the life of the 
man of sorrows; and the most beautiful, sublimcst 
death was the death upon blood-stained Calvary. 



LIFE before God is transparent, like a wel] 
beneath die sky, not without depths of meari- 
ing, but with depths in which the stars can shine. 

H. S. Carfcuter. 

Foil the sti-ucture that we raise. 
Time is with materials filled; 
Our to-days and yesterdays 
Are the blocks with which we build. 

I.ongfMmu. 
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THE most foul things onr sins have caused the 
eartli to bring forth, are thorns and briers. 
Jesus wore them upon his pure and holy brow, thai 
we might wear a crown of glory. 



WHO wears the Christian name 
Hath stajnped upon his brow 
His glory or his shame — 

As he hatlr kept his vow, 
And those bright garments of his second birth. 



THERE are sometimes rare and beautiful 
wares brought into the market, that are in- 
voiced at ahnost fabulous rates'. Ignorant people 
wonder .why they are priced so high. The simple 
reason is, that they cost so much to procure. That 
luxurious article, labelled "Sr,ooo," was procured 
by the adventurous hunter, who, at the hazard of 
his nedi, brought down tlie wild mountain goat, out 
of whose glossy hair the fabric was wrought. Yon- 
der pearl, that flashes on the brow of the bride, is 
precious, because it was rescued from the great 
deep, at the risk of the pearl-fisher's life, a.s he was 
lifted into the boat, half dead, with the blood gusli- 
ing from his nostrils ! Yonder ermine, flung so 
carelessly over the proud beauty's shoulder, cost 
terrible battles with polar ice and hunicane 1 All 
choicest things are reckoned the dearest So it is 
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in heaven's inventoiies, too The univei-se of God 
has never witnessed aught, to be reckoned in com- 
parison with the redemption of a guilty world. That 
mighty ransom no sucli contemptible things as sil- 
ver and gold could procure Only by one price 
could the churcli of God be redeemed from hell, 
and that the precious blood of the Lamb ; the l,amb 
without blemish or spot ; the Lamb slain from the 
foundation of the world. 

k™, Thio. L. Cuiiler. 



A SAILOR boy on his first voyage to the tropics, 
is full of the prospect of crossing the equator. 
He expects to find there a black line drawn around 
the earth over land and ocean. He will know the 
exact moment when the ship's prow cuts clean 
through it. But, looking out for this great sight, he 
sees nothing except that the air grows milder, and 
the skies more genial, the sea becomes warm with 
perpetual summer, and along the coast he is diaimed 
by the bloom of the fields and the singing of birds. 
But where is the line ? " And what means this mild- 
ness in the air and ocean? "It means," some 
oldef Bliipmate tells htm, " that you have aheady 
crossed the line. You have seen all that you will 
sec of it" So a young seeker after Christ expects 
to know the very moment of his passing from death 
to life. But when some day, he asks, " Why do all 
tilings seem so new ; Christ so gracious, and Cliris- 
tians so dear, and the Bible so full of meaning?" 
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it is, as some older brother perceives, because he 
has passed the great crisis. He saw no line. He 
remembers no sudden, wonderful change. He finds 
only that he has arrived, like Bunyan's Christian en- 
tering Beulah, at a region of sweetness and peace ; 
that the time of the singing of birds is come, and 
the voice of tlie turtle is heard in the land. 



AT Niagara — sublime beyond expression, yet even 
more beautiful than sublime — I was ravished 
™th many visions of transporting loveliness ; but 
one scene, beyond all others, will ever be impressed 
upon my memory. I saw a rainbow spanning the 
entire liver, and hovering above tlie falls. One 
limit of it rested on British soil, the other on Ameri- 
can. Just then the river divided, and the waters 
plunged, and foamed, and roared But a little way 
beyond, both streams reunited, and flowed on in 
hannony toward the placid lake. Emblem, I 
thought, of our two nations. For a time it seemed 
as though they were divided, but they soon unite 
agajn; while ever over the angry roar of differing 
judgments, there is the pledge of heavenly peace 
and enduring love. 



THE display of dress in many religious assem- 
blies, is hardly less magnificent than that 
which one sees at flie opera, or the dress rehearsal 
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It is quite common to hear a congregatioii praised 
as being very "stylish." The lustre of siUis, and 
the ^vaving of plumes, and the glitter of tinsel, malce 
the spectacle seem from the pulpit, on the Sab- 
bath day, really a brilliant one. If the minister were 
as much given to the observation of millinery, as 
some of his fair parishioners are, his position would 
afford him a most eligible outlook. If he can only 
contrive t6 forget where he is, and what the errand 
is that has brought these people together, he may 
even take great pleasun^ in the fair vision. 

Rst:. W. Cladiot. 

IF such the sweetness of the streams. 
What must the fountain be, 
Where saints and angels draw their bliss 
Immediately from thee ! " 

YOU know that the devil spins silk as well as 
hemp or flax ; and when he r/ants to catch a 
trout tJiat will not bite where it can see the line, he 
spins a line so small that it cannot be seen, and 
puts the bait upon it, and the fish is caught. And 
if there is ever an invisible hne, witli bait at the end 
of it, and with the devil at the end of the rod, it is 
. when a man is going to make monev for the sake of 
using it to do good with. If there is ever a time 
when Satan laughs, and says, " I have caught a 
gudgeon!" it is then. 

If a man is ever drawn into the net of the evil 
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one, it is when he gives up his conscience, his moral 
sense,^ and his self-respeet, cutting his manliness 
through and tlirough, that he may have the means 
of acting more manly. There are multitudes of in- 
stances in which eveiy man, first or last, is brought 
under circumstances where he is tempted to succeed 
at the sacrifice of moral scruples, on the ground 
lliat, when he lias gained success, he will be in a 
situation to act in accordance with his moral scru- 
ples again. 



WHEN you tfant to manage men, do as bee- 
keepers do when they want to manage bees. 
Here are two men that have bees in a liive. One 
says, "I own these bees, and I am going to divide 
them, and move them." He prepares a place for 
thcin, and then goes to the hive, thrusts his hand 
rudely into the midst of them, and very soon he has 
bees all over him, and he moves himself very 
rapidly. Tliat is just as I have seen men attempt 
to manage men. Another man gets a bowl of sugar 
and water, and washes his hands all over, and goes 
with the utmost quietness and serenity, and opens 
the hive, and puts his hand in gently, and the bees 
find everything sweet, and he can scoop them up as 
though they were so much flour, and put them in as 
many hives as he pleases (if he only takes care to 
put a queen-bee in each), and they will not sting 
him or fly away. And people say "Wonderful! 
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that man has a i-;al magnetic power witli bees." So 
he, has when he has sugar and water on his hands. 
Now.^when you want to manage men, wash your 
hands with sugar and water. 



M 



AN was made of social earth, 
Child and brother from his birth. 



GOD deals with a Chiistian disciple, we have 
sometimes thought, as they did with the Koh- 
i-noor diamond in the London Exhibition. They 
had it so adjusted that, at any approach of danger, 
by toudiing a spring they could bury it in a subter- 
ranean safe. "When spiritual perils beset some child 
of God, — a jewel costlier far and dearer, — he 
drops him into a valley of humiliation, under the 
shadow of his wings, till these calamities be overpast, 

J!iv. G. B. WiSktx. 

HOW blest the righteous when he dies, 
Wlien sinks a weary soul to rest I 
How mildly beam the closing eyes. 

How gently heaves the expiring breast. 

So fades a summer cloud away ; 

So sinks the gale when storms are o'er; 
So gently slmts the eye of day ; 

So dies a wave along the shore. 
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TWO Spectators — one on this side of the grave, 
and the oUier beyond it — stand and look at 
death. One, as lie looks from this side, sees only 
that part whicli relates to the physical condition. 
The other, looking through angelic eyes, beholds 
that part which relates to the spiritual being. They 
both look at one and the same thing, and one sees 
decay, while the othei' sees growth. One sees 
death, while the other sees life. One sees downfall, 
and the other sees uprising. One sees the end of 
this state, and the other sees the beginning of that 
state, One sees weakness, and the other sees 
strength. One sees dishonor, and the other sees 
honor. One sees mortality consummated, and the 
other sees immortality begun. 



W'EIEN God lays a new-born babe in the arms 
of a wedded pair, he says to them, "Take 
this child and nurse it for me, and I will give you 
your wages." And the answer of Cliristian gratitude 
and faith should be-, " O God 1 thou hast put thy 
noblest work into our hands. We accept the 
precious trust. We will try to stamp on this soft, 
plastic heart the impress of a godly example. We 
will slielter this young life under thy mercy-seaL 
We will bear with it as thou bearest with us. We 
will be truthful, that it may never learn falsehood. 
We will nurse this soul in its infancy with the ' sin- 
cere milk' of love, that in after years it may bear 
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'strong meat' for strong service of God and right- 
eousness. O God ! make our lives in harmony 
with thee, tliat tliis young life may reflect tliine im- 
a[i;e in reflecting ours !" 



THE mistaken man who robs his ove]:worked 
body and mind of any Sabbath commits a 
slow suicide; he who robs his immortal soul of the 
Sabbath is guilty of spiritual suicide. When Lord 
Castlereaghj the prime minister of England, broke 
himself down, and took liis own life in a fit of 
mental aberration, Wilberforce said, "Poor Castle- 
reagh I he never had any Sabbath !" 

Riv. T&si>. I.. Cicyler. 

CLING to tiie Crucified ! 
His deatli is life to thee ; 
Life for Eternity. 
His pains thy pardon seal ; 
His stripes thy bruises heal ; 
His cross proclaims'thy peace, 
Bids every sorrow cease. 
His biood is all to thee ; 

It purges thee from sin. 
It sets thy spirit free, 

It keeps thy conscience clean ,, 
Cling to the Crucified ! 
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USUAL1,Y, men undertake to pray after a 
pattern ; and the pattern usually fits thera 
about as well as Goliatli's armor would have fitted 
David. They undertake to pray more than they 
can ])ray. They multiply tlicir petitions, because 
they have an impression tliat a prayer must be about 
so long. But your prayer sliould be just what you 
feel, just what you think, and just what you 
need, and it should stop the moment it ceases to be 
tlie real expression of your needs, and thoughts, and 
feelings. 



WHERE is tJie lustre of the diamond, the 
beauty of the rose, tlie glory of the land- 
scape, when the dai'k curtain of night is drawn over 
al! ? But the light of God's countenance, like the 
sun uprising and brealdng fortli from amidst dark 
clouds, bathes all objects in beauty, 

Rsv. Ne^oma-n Halt. 

OH 1 when those gates of pearl, those fountains, 
those golden streets and trees of life will be- 
come visible to the eye, what care we for a few days 
of sorrow on earth ? When we gather at the tltrone, 
all shall be over ; and then, oh ! tlie songs of praise 
and the r_otes of joy tliat shall be uttered ! Could 
I tate away the veil this morning ; could the invisible 
appear; could I see tlie forms of those that once 
stood beside me: could I behold those who have 
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walked by my side ; could wc sec tlie little ones that 
slipped out of our arms just when we listened ivith 
most pleasure to their prattling voices, what joy 
would fill our hearts ! I may not see them now, 
hut, thank God, I shall see them and be with them 
forever. 



IN his Epistles, occurs tlie sentence of sentences, 
"God is love." Why is not this sentence sown 
in OUT gardens in living green ; framed and hung on 
the walls of our nurseries ; taught as the first sounds 
to little ones? Wliy not cgll God, Love ? Why not 
cliange the name of our Deity? Why not instruct 
children to answer, when asked who made them, 
1-ove, the Father ? Who redeems you ? Love, 
tlie Son. Who sanctifies you? Love, tlio Holy 
*Ghost? 

Gssrge GilfiUaii. 

CALL it not dying, timid ones, 
Who fear to cross the stream 
TJiat lands you on yon beauteous shore, 
Wliere heavenly glories beam. 

No ; call it going home to God; 

Call it a jjcaceful rest; 
Call it departing from tliis earth 

To live among the blest. 
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MANY a hero has bled to enslave mankind; 
Jesus died to set them free. I-Ieroes have 
bkd to impoverish men ; Jesus died to enricli dieiii. 
Heroes have bled to degrade men: Jcsns died to 
ennoble and exalt them. Heroes have bled to de- 
dirone competitors and rivals : Jesus died to en 
throne condemned and helpless rebels. 



HAVE you ever seen a great, honest, ignoranl, 
awkward man carrying liia first babe ? He 
hardly dares to touch it. He balances it one way 
and another, looking at it wonderingly and almost 
idoiatrously. And if it cries, almost as if it burnt 
hiiii he lays it down, not knowing how to manage 
or control it. 

And if a man. does not know how to carry such a 
babe, how can he know how to carry that babe 
which is himself; that young immortality which is in 
himself, and which it is his business to educate ; that 
germ which is to take the stature and proportions of 
a son of God; that unknown something which is 
called the soul ? 



THE cliild stretches out its arms and calls to its 
father and mother for help. And the pEirents 
love its call. That voice of dependence, desire, con- 
fidence, is music to their hearts. No parent, how- 
ever tender and wise, would wish his child never to 
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ask anything from him. It would be very unnatural 
for a child to say, " My. father has arranged all foi 
me ; he will do his best, and I need never tell him 
T, trouble or a &h Every true p re t loves to 
hearhs chid ask g confort t o Lie protection 
n danger and tl e s p[ ly of ts nts And God, 
ho n de a fatl fir's 1 eirt represen s Himself as 
o Ta 1 an 1 tea 1 ns is cl 1 1 en to call upon 
Iliin in the day of trouble." 



THE man who swears turns speecli into a curse, 
and before his time rehearses the dialect of 
hell. He waits for no bait; but "bites at the devil's 
bai-e hook." The shrewd Quaker's advice to the 
profane youth, "Swear away, my young friend, till 
thee gets all that bad stuff Da^ of thee," points to the 
real source of the vice ; for it is out of an evil heart 
that proceed evil thoughts, false witness, and bias- 
phemes. 

We fear that the purest tongue will need much 
purifying before it is fit to join in the celestial 
praises of God's upper temple. For that worship 
let us attune our voices by ceaseless prayers, by 
words of love, by earnest vindications of the rights 
by habitual "speech seasoned with salt" of divine 
gi'ace. The melody of heaven will spring from a 
harmony of hearts; each voice there will bear a 
part in the song of Moses and the Lamb. 

Jt{s>. T\ec. L. Cuylir. 
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AND I regard a man and a woman that come 
together in the marriage state as coming 
together in the most sacred of all possible conjunc- 
tions before God; and when they lay the founda- 
tions of a household, diey arc silently laying the 
foundadons of a more enduring influence than any 
other that can be established in society. And, as 
dieir children multiply and grow up, and exchange 
all the immtinities of a refined, civilized, and Chris- 
tian life, they become a power for good to those 
around about tliem. A Cliiistian household in the 
midst of a community is frequently more potent than 
a Christian diurch. Oftentimes a church is an arti- 
ficial institution, and has very little influence upon 
die neighborhood in which it is situated. You shall 
sometimes hear it said, " I like to go to church and 
sleep while the minister prays and preaches, and so 
pass away the time ; " but nobody speaks so about 
die family ; there is always freshness there ; there 
is always vitality there ; there is always something 
tliere that touclies the taste and sanctifies it, and 
touches the heart and fills it. And the family is, I 
had almost said, God's mouthpiece, in this world, 
which Epealces to ten thousand sympathies in us. A 
man that builds a honsehold is not building up self- 
ishness ; he is building the mightiest influence m die 
world. It is not he alone who wields the sword diat 
is a soldier ; he that forges the sword on the anvil is 
also a soldier. The blacksmidi says, "I cannot 
fight, but I can make something to fight with ; " and 
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he is a soldier. And a man that in the family is foil- 
ing a bold-hearted boy, is putting a sword in the 
world that will be felt in the great battle of Armaged- 
don. Do you think that when Luther's mother was 
fforkiog her boy out she was doing nothing ? I tell 
you, all who are faithfully building up families in 
the world are building God's battering-rams against 
iniquity and for goodness. 



OPrORTUNITIES, like eggs, must be liatclied 
when they are fresh. The showers from 
heaven must be caught as they fall. Most men 
build shelving roofs to let them off. Sacred pleas- 
iircs, like fruits, must be picked from the tree to get 
the genuine flavor. Stale juices are distasteful and 
.unwholesome. 

H. S. Ca-rpmtei: 

THE only star that never sets, 
Though all its sister fires may fly — 
The only flower that never droops. 
Though all its fair companiona die — 
Is fadeless hope. 



YOU know, f cm^ mlo hea\oi mil be like the 
ships goinj, into h-xrbor There will be some 
tugged in almost by mnacle ' '^avcd so as by fire ; " 
others win be gomg mjust with a sheet or two of 
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canvas — they will "scarcely be saved!" but tliere 
ivill be somewlio will go in wilJi all their canvas up, 
and unto these " an abundant entrance sliall be min- 
istered into the kingdom of their God and Savioui." 

Rs^. C. H. SfuTsem. 

SOMETIMES in their life my readers may liave 
watched tlie growtli of household flowers. They 
may have seen, one of them neglected for two or three 
days, so that it drooped and faded like a dying bird, 
The long leaves were all trailing, pale, and withered 
Then the water was renewed upon it, and the earth 
was stirred about the roots, and it was brought to an 
open window, in a sunny exposure, and the soft 
sweet light was poured upon it, and the fresh air 
breatlied clear over it, and it revived. Is tlie life of 
plants a more sensitive and delicate thing tlian that 
of souls ? Does it need more care ? Alas, are there 
not to be found even refined and gentle mothei*s, 
who tend die flowering shrubs in their windows with 
more punctual, patient, fostering daily care, than they 
bestow upon those household ]>iants tliat are blos- 
soming for immortality ? 



GATHER ye rose-buds as ye may, 
Old Time is still a-fiying; 
And this same flower that smiles to-day, 
To-niorrow will be dying. 
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WHKN I came down from ray place in the 
country, I observed the trees along tlie 
Hudson River ; and, seeing how succulent and 
green and plump they ivere, I said, " They must 
have had rain down here, anyhow." But ii ii. 
stantly occurred to me, that it was said in the 
Psalms that the righteous mail should be like a tree 
planted by the rivers of water. There it was. The 
roots ran into the Pludson, and, although there was 
no i*ain, they did not want any rain. ■ 

Now, whether you have long roots, or grow by 
fevoring streams, so tliat your roots have an ever- 
lasting supply, it is all the same. There be some 
long-rooted, or happy-rooted persons, that stand 
green through all tlie decline of spiritual concerns, 
to make the sadness more sad on the one side, and 
on die other side to make the cheer more cheerfaL 



JOr-M BUNYAN- tells us, tiiat, as Christian was 
going through the valley, he found it a dreadful 
dark place, and terrible demons and goblins were 
all about him, and poor Christian thought he must 
perish for certain ; but j ast when his doubts were the 
strongest, he heard a sweet voice ; he listened to it, 
md lie heard a man in front of him saying, "Yea, 
when I pass through tlie valley of the shadow of 
death, I will fear no evil." Now, lliat man did not 
know who was near him, but he was unwittingly 
singing to cheer a man behind. Christian, when 
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are in trouble, sing ; yOLi do not know who i 



I KNOW of a Kttie girl in England, who loves to 
pray. But one night slie was very tired and 
sleei)}', and was getting into her little bed without 
saying her prayers. But her maTnraa told her to 
kneel down first to pray. So she folded her Ettle 
liands, ^d said, "Please, God, remember what little 
Polly said last night; she's so tired to-night. Amen." 
I'm sure that the good Jesus hears even such a 
prayer as that. 



CHII^DHOOD, swoet and sunny childhooa, 
Witii its careless, thoughtless air, 
Like tlie verdant, tangled wildwood. 
Wants the training hand of care. 
ChUdhood is the vernal season ; 

Trim and train the tender shoot ; 
Love is, to tlie coming reason, 
As the blossom to tlie frnit. 



A CHRISTIAN is one who is positive. A Chris- 
tian is a fruit-bearer. Amoral man is a vine 
that docs not bear fruit. But then it bears every- 
thing else, — good leaves, a good strong stem, a 
healthy root, everyt'aing that is good and nice in it. 
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e\cei t llie fruit A Christ an man s o le that de- 
velops J, ^ceb ito pu!>iti\itj III, acts o it of him- 
self and upon others A moral man is one that 
simplj defends himself from the action of evil. A 
nioial man is 11 e an empty bottle well corked, so 
that no defilement can get into it, so that it may be 
kept pure within. Pure \ And what is the tise of a 
bottle that is pure, if it is empty and corked up ? A 
moral man, I repeat, is a negative. He does not 
swear, he does not steal, and he does not murder, 
and he does not get drunk ; and his whole life is not. 
His language is, "Thou shalt not" and "Thou sbalt 
not" and "Thou shalt notl" He is 7iot all over, and 
nothing more ! He is not positive. I'here is no 
avertness to him. 



YOU" have seen night wrapped in her sable 
mantle, woven with gems and stars ; there 
they sliinc as omanients worked by the needle of 
God, in that brilliant piece of tapestry, which is 
spread over our heads, like a tent for the inhabi- 
tants of the earth to dwell in. Vou have stiid, " Oh, 
how majestic ! that star, that comet, that silver 
moon, how splendid ! They are nothing but just a 
tiny portion of the skirts of God that drag in the 
dust. But what are the shoulders, wliat the girdle of 
divinity; what the bracelets of Godhead; what tiie 
crown that girdles his lofty brow, man cannot con- 
ceive, I could imagine that all the stai-s and con- 
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sfellations of stars, might be put together, and 
tlireaded into a string, made into a bracelet for the 
arm, or a ring for the finger of Jehovah; but I can- 
not conceive what God is himself. All I can ever 
learn, all that the thunder ever spalce, all that the 
boisterous ocean ever could teach me, all that thft 
heavens above, or die earth beneath, can ever open 
to my mind, is nothing but the "back parts" of God. 
I can never see, nor can 1 understand, what he is. 



A BIRD upon the wing may carry a seed that 
sliaJl add a new species to the vegetable fam- 
ily of a continent ; and just so, a word, a thought, 
from a flying soul, may have results immeasurable, 
eternal. 



THERE is a kind of painting called mosaic. It 
is composed of small pieces of stone or glass, 
almost immeasurably small. Each particle is almost 
wordiless ; you would crush it under your feet, pass 
it by unnoticed ; but let the true artist construct that 
mosaic, let him taite those infinitely small pieces, 
and place tliem in order, and what beautiful shading 
of outlines ai^e given to it; how grand the concep- 
tion I Yon can scai'cely distinguish it from the finest 
panting by tlie pencil ; and yet, multitudes of worth- 
less pieces compose it. So I sometimes look upon 
himianity. In one sense we are insignificant. What 
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can we do, — so very feeble, inefficient, limited; 
ivhat can we accomplish ? And yet, when the great 
Artist of tlie universe takes us in our littleness, and 
places us in tliat mosaic which the universe shall yet 
gaze upon with wonder, oh ! the great design of the 
painting sliall appear in the ^es, and, small as we 
are, we shall be part of God's great mosaic. In the 
redemption of humanity — the up-building of all that 
is glorious on earth — we may have some place, 
though small. And as the beautiful mosaic would 
be marred by die omission of the smallest particle, 
so, without us, that painting had been imperfect, but 
with us, it becomes complete. 



AND tliat high suffering which we dread ; 
A higher joy discloses : 
Men saw the thorns on Jesus' brow. 
But angels saw the roses. 



IT is said that migrating birds, that commonly 
in their vast journeyings keep very high in 
the air, require a wind tliat blows against them in 
order to maiie progress and keep their elevation, for 
il assists in raising them. So the soul of tlie Chris- 
tian, winging its way through this world to a better, 
is aided rather than impeded in its spiritual migra- 
tion, by the contrary winds of trial. Tliose storms 
that seemed against us, do only, when encountered 
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ii! the light direction, assist to rai 
steadily soaring towards heaven. 



BEHOLD that fair vase ! See how beauteous it 
is. Think where it canie from. The potter 
went to the field; tore away die turf; dug out some 
clay; carried it to tiie sliop; wet it; worked it; put 
it in a wheel; turned it to the shape tiiat suited bim; 
put it in a glowing furnace ; burned it there with 
various pigments; took it out; smeared it with 
paint; put it in the furnace again; took it out again; 
repainted it ; put it in tiie furnace again ; took it out 
again ; ivith burnishing instruments rubbed off tile 
externa! exudation; the bright colors appear; and it 
is finished. It is a fair vase; but what a process it 
has gone through to become such ! 

God is rearing sometliing fairer than a vase^a 
beautiful temple, whose foundations are justice and 
liberty. It is rising up out of confusion and dirt; 
but it is God's hand that is building it; and he is 
used to working in such elements. He is accus- 
tomed to make noble men out of poor materials. 



SUPPOSE you were rejoicing in the birth of 
a son to inlierit your name and fortmie, and 
some one were to say, "Wait I lie is just bom; do 
not yet regaid liini as your son." Would you not 
scorn such an objection? That infant may be very 
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young, only a few minutes old: but he is as much 
your son as if he had been born years ago. And so, 
when a sinner repents and beheves in. Jesus, he is a 
cliild of God; and as sucli God loves him, embraces 
him, provides an inheritance for him, and if death 
should carry him hence, takes him at once to para- 
dise. 



WE can succeed only when we work in harmony 
witli God's providences. Go on the bosom 
of that stream. It is easy to float down widi the cur- 
rent, which God has made to flow from the mountain- 
top to the great ocean-bed ; but let ns reverse our 
course, and stem the current ; then only shall we 
know its strength. The strongest arm is powerless 
before it, and the utmost effort impotent. So with 
us— we shall succeed if we work in hamiony with 
God's plans : if we work in opposition, we shall be 
vainly striving against the current. 



EACH day may be my last day. I can tell how 
many days I liave lived; but I cannot tell 
how many days I have to live. Ordinary roads are 
provided with mile-stones, that inform the traveller 
how many miles more he must travel before his jour- 
ney is finished. The highway to immortality pre- 
sents the pilgrim with many i reminiscence of the 
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distance he has come; but it tells him not the 
distance in advance. 

The peasant can tell, as well as tlie astronomer, 
how often tlie sun will set ere the year closes ; btit 
what mortal has the sagacity and penetration to 
know when- liis own sun will set, and his earthly 
career have run out ? 

Rev. Samuel Dunn. 



MEN never fall from a Christian life as a 
meteor falls through the sky, with a sudden 
flash. Men go down as stars do, gradually and 
quietly. The love of prayer becomes less. The 
neglect of prayer is occasional. The reading of 
God's word is causital, Nodiing is extracted from 
it. Men read it because it is their duty to read 
it It is not food to them. Still less is it fruit 
luscious to their taste. They backslide, step by 
step, falling upon lighter sins, as upon a boulder, 
and then upon more of tliem ; till at last dicy slip, 
and spiritual death overtakes them. 



OH I we learn many lessons when the head is 
low, tliat %ve do not leani in the heyday of 
prosperity and blessing. Just as it is in the natural 
world: you know when the sun is set, and the stars 
come out in their placid beauty, 
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and we should never have known tliey were there if 
the darkness had not come. So in the night of God's 
providential dispensations, the stars of the great 
promises come shining out, broad and bright upon 
the soul ; and we rejoice in their light and go on 
our way rejoicing. 

Rev. W. M. Fu^mhon. 

OH ! SWEET as vernal dews, tJiac fill 
'I'he closing buds on Zion's hOl, 
When evening clouds draw thither ; 
So sweet, so heavenly, 'tis to see 
The members of one family 
Live peacefully together! 



AND was there not great significance in God's 
creating woman out of wiiat he took from the 
side of man ? This significance once stiuck the 
mind of a young lady, and she asked a surgeon 
why woman was made from the rib of man, in 
preference to any other bone. He gave the fol 
lowing gallant answer: "She was not taken from 
the head of man, lest she should rule over him ; nor 
from his feet, lest he should trample upon her ; but 
she was taken from his side, that slic might be his 
equal ; from under his arm, that he might protect 
her; from near his heart, that he might chcrisli and 
love her." In this record, then, let woman learn the 
relation that God instituted between her and man. 
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Let wives remember the design of God in relation 
to them is, that they shoidd be helpnieets for their 
husbands ; and oh I what a helper amid life's heavy 
toils, corroding cares, and ceaseless anxieties, is a 
true woman — a loving wife ! 

Rev. Geo. C. Baldmm. ■ 



DID yoLi never hear, wlien the haipist was pre- 
jDaring for sweet melodie': liow he took the 
i 1 e o f ti d commenced screw- 

fa n nd tinge g ad how a wail went 

f o 1 e ill one by one hey had eiU been 
b ou^l o he gh key a d ho then he swept his 
a d e 1 en and I ougl e quisite haimonies 
forth from them ? The process of chording was one 
of hideous sounds; but the sounds tliat were pro- 
duced after the instrument was put in order were 
sweet, afid agreeable to the ear. And I believe diat 
the proper condition of man is one in which his soul 
gives forth music, and an abundance of it. 



o 



MLY those are crowned and sainted, 

ich grief have been acquainted. 



MOREOVER, it does not seem tliat this care- 
ful and laborious attention to dress would be 
tiie best possible preparation for the worship of God. 
I sht^uld think that one who had been prinking be- 
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fore the looking-glass for an hour or two on Sunday 
morning, studying the intricacies of modes and lin- 
gerie ; vexed with pins, and ribbons, and dickies ; 
tormented with grave apprehensions that something 
would seem to be in bad taste or in poor style, — 
such an one, I should think, would be wholly unpre- 
pared to find much profit in acts of devotion. If the 
church were only a lyceum, and there were no pre- 
tence of worship ; if tlie object of coming together 
on the Sabbath were only to discuss important mat- 
ters relating to this life, — there could not be a worse 
mistake than to spend the tune preceding the meet- 
ing in such an employment. In no other way could 
the mind be more completely imlitted for serious and 
patient thought about any subject. But, since the 
cliief object of these assemblages is to commune 
with the unseen God ; to confess our sins before hun, 
and to seek his forgiveness ; to study his truth and 
learn Ins will, — it would seem that such a maimer of 
prepai-ation for the solemn service is both absurd 
and irreverent. 



YONDER man is employed in in carrying sacks 
of flour every day. He carries so many hun- 
dredweight each time, and in the day it comes to 
tons ; and so many tons in a day will come to an 
enormous mass in a year. Now, suppose, on the 
fiKit of January, this man were to calculate flie year's 
load, and say, "I have all that immense mass to 
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carry ; I cannot do it ;" you would remind him that 
he has not to carry it all at once ; he has all the 
work-days of the year to carry it in. So we put all 
our troubles together, and we cry, "How ever shall 
I get over them?" WcU, they will only come one 
at a time, and as they come, the slrengtli will come 
with them. 



WHAT bliss is born of sorrow ! 
'Tis never sent in vain ; 
The heavenly Surgeon maims to save ; 
lie gives no useless pain. 



TAKE a young face, and you do not by any 
means know, you are not at all sure, that it 
will be a likeness by and by, or that even one fea- 
ture or expression wiC be found remaining. There 
'nay be so entire a change, both in the face and char- 
acter, and in the face mainly because in the cliarac- 
ter, that the portrait of a few years further on, shall 
not liave one trait in common witli tlie portrait fur- 
ther back. But taJce an old face, and you have it 
to the end; there is no more change. Thus it is 
easier to paint an aged face than a young one, be- 
cause die features are settled and unchangeable, 
sculptured, as it were, into marked and perceptible 
moulds and grooves of chai-acter and expression. 
Just so it is with the soul. The older each human 
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being grows, the more likely it is that tlie character 
of the sonl now is that which it will wear forever, 
and that if the likeness be taken now, it will be 
found to be a true likeness at the day of death. 

Rta. H. T. Chesvsr. 

WE find that the human mind is made to act 
with cheerfulness. I cannot, perhaps, ex- 
exactly define what cheerfulness is, but you know 
what it is. You know the difference between a nisty 
piece of iron and a piece of iron that is polished 
Take a piece of iron before it lias been polished, and 
hold it up : it reflects nothing. Now polish it, and 
hold it up : how brilliant it looks ! How every man 
or child delights to look at it ! Now, the difference 
between polished iron and iron tliat is unpolished, 
is tlie difference between cheerfulness and no clieer- 
fuhiess. Cheerfulness in a man is that wliich, when 
people meet him, makes them happy. A cheerful 
doctor gives liis medicine the moment he steps in- 
side die room, half the time. And one of tliese sep- 
ulchral doctors, that carries death in his visage — I 
wonder that anybody gets well under his care. A 
clergyman, whose face glows with health, and cour- 
age, and hope, and cheer, has looked consolation 
into his friend before he has spoken a word. But 
one of these ministei-s, whose face is a perpetual in- 
terpretation of Watts' hymn, — 

•■ Hark, from die tomb, a doleful sound " — 

I marvel how he should be twice sent for, unless it 
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might be on the ground of the benefits of affliction. 
And ill all the relations of life, the same is true. 
We find that in the mind diere is a provision for 
cheerfulness. And cheerfulness gives pleasure. 

JtsB. H. W. BiKiir. 

WE speak mucli of Providence, and of the Al- 
mighty ; we bow before an Infinite Power, 
and do homage to an Infinite Wisdom ; but do we 
carry about in our breasts a perpetual sense of union 
and communion with the infinite Incarnate Love. 



HOW" an old harper doats on his harp ! How 
he fondles and caresses it, as a child resting 
on his bosom ! His life is bound rp in it. But see 
liim tuning it r he grasps it firmly, strikes a chord 
with a Sharp, quick blow, and while it quivers as 
if with pain, he leans over intently to catch the first 
note that rises. The note, as he feared, is false and 
harsh. He strains the chord with the torturing 
thumb-screw, and tliough it seems ready to snap 
witli the tension, he strikes it again, bending doivn 
to listen softly as before, till at length you see a 
smile on his face, as the first true tone trembles u])- 
ward. So it is, sorrowing Christian, tliat God is d»al- 
ing witli you; loving you better thaa any harper 
does his harp, he finds you a mass of jarring dis- 
cords. He wrings your heart-strings with some tor- 
turing anguish; he bends over you tenderly, strik- 
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ing and listening, and, hearing only a harsh n 
strikes you again, wliile his heart bleeds for you, 
anxiously waiting for that strain — "Not my will, 
but tliine be done" — which is melody sweet to his 
car as angels' songs. Nor will he cease to strike, 
until your 

" heart in tunc ]« foui»l, 

not till your chastened soul shall blend with all the 
pure and infinite harmonies of his own being. 

Reji. G. B. WiUc&^. 

A PARENT'S love ! it is a gleam 
Of sacred light. 
That makes the world an Eden seem : 
Without its gentle, cheering beam, 
All would be night. 



SOME of you have five or six children. Tlicre 
is one child of yours, perhaps, who is very tall, 
and handsome, and has, moreover, gifts of mind; 
yon have another child who is the smallest of the 
family— perhaps has but little intellect and under- 
standing. But which is the most your child? "The 
msst?" you say; "bothalike are my children ; cer- 
tainly as much one as the otlier." And so, dear 
friend, yon may have very little learning, you may 
be very dark about diviup things, you may but "see 
men as trees, walking," but you are as mucli the 
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children of God as tliose who have grown to the 
stature of men in Christ Jesus. 

Rev. C. H. Sjiurgsan. 



IN a letter to a mechanic on the benefits of 
dim'ch-going, Timotliy Titcomb uses tlie follow- 
ing words : "My first reason [for attending church] 
is, that unless a man puts himself into a fine sliirf, 
polished boots, and good clothes once a week, and 
goes out into the public, he is almost certain to sink 
into semi-barbarism. You know that unless you do 
this on Sunday, you cannot do it at all ; for you 
labor all tlie week. ... A man needs to beautify 
himself with good clothes occasionally, to assure 
himself that he is not brother to the beast, by the 
side of which lie labors during six days of every 
seven ; and he needs particularly to feel that he has 
place and consideration in clean society." 



SUNSHINE is blessed, but the earth withers in 
its constant clasp. Showers are refreshing, but 
the life of nature droops and shivers when it sliowers 
all the time. What the landscape asks is a sunshine 
refreshed by showers; a shower that remembers 
sunshine. And while the human soul is below the 
firmament of glory, it must have hopes and fears ; it 
must be drenched and saturated with doubt, that fills 
its roadside pools, that it may bask in broadening 
beams of trulii. 

g H. S. Carf inter. 
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MARK how yon clouds in darkness ride, — 
They do not quench the orb they liide ; 
Still there it wheels, tlie tempest o'er, 
In (lie bright sky to bum once more : 
So, fax above the clouds of time. 
Faith can behold a world sublime ; 
Then, when the storms of life are past, 
The light beyond shall break at last. 



r ESUS is never asliamed of His poor relations, 
I nor treats tliem coldly because they need His 
help. The greater our distress, tlie more shall 
3 prove his liberality and tender sympatliy. 



SHIPS on the sea were made to encounter winds 
and waves ; so were souls in time. Ships must 
lie-to and tack in gales, and so must minds. It is 
more famous to outride them tlian to run before 
tiicra. 



I WENT with a brother, one summer day, to ex- 
tract crystals from a rock. He smote the rock 
vigorously with a sledge hammer, sepai-ating piece 
after piece from it, until at last the top of the crystal 
appeared ; then one might see wliat he was after. ]t 
did not show upon the outside of tlie rock; but, 
when the crystal appeared, then it became evident 
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that lie was breaking the rock so as to extract the 
crystal. The rock was good for nothing; the crystal 
was everything. 

Tlie soul is man's crystal ; the body is but the ei'>- 
casing rock that iiolds it ; and God's providences are 
breaking and smiting, or cutting and chiselling it, to 
extract the perfect form of that precious crystal, 
which is worth more than its setting in the rock. 



WHY do we mourn when another star 
Shines out frojii the glittering sky ? 
Do we weep when the voice of war, 

And the rage of conflict die? 
Then why do our tears roll down, 
And our hearts be sorely riven, 
For another gem in the Saviour's crown, — 
. Anotlier soul in heaven ? 

IF all men were equal in regard to wealth, there 
would be differences to-morrow. If all the 
money in the world were distributed in equal sliares, 
one man would be extravagant, and another care- 
ful ; one would be indolent, and another industrious ; 
so tliat the next day some would be comparatively 
poor, and others rich. Until God makes all peo- 
ple's brains and bodily health just alike, there will 
always be men of low and men of high degree. 
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GOLD cannot buy liappiness, and the parents 
who compel their daughters to mairy for 
money, or station, commit a grievous sin against 
humanity and God. And die woman who marries a 
churl for his wealth will find that slie has made a 
teiTible bargain ; that all the glitterings of heartless 
grandeur are but the phosphorescent gleamings of 
heart-wretdiedness, that her life will be one of gilded 
miseiy, and her old age will be like a crag on the 
bleak side of a desert mountain, where cold moon- 
beams sometimes glitter, but no sunshine ever falls, 
no flowers bloom, no birds sing, butwild storms howl 
and hoarse thunders roar ; and through the sweeping 
storm shall be heard the stem voice of the Gieat 
God, saying, "Your riches are corrupted, your gar- 
ments are moth-eaten, your gold and silver are can- 
, kercd, and tlie rust of diem sliall be a witness against 
you and eat your flesh as it were fire." 

Rev. Gso. C. BiOdwbi. 

IF men were wise in litde tilings, 
Affecting less in all their dealings, 
If hearts liad fewer rusted strings. 
To isolate their kindly feelings ; 
If men, when wrong beats down the right, 
Would strike together and restore it ; 
If right made might 
In every fight, — 
The world would be the better for it." 
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THERE is no long slumber between the race 
and the crown. Tlie passage is short. To 
be dismissed from earth, from temptation, from pas- 
sion, from the body, and from sin, is to be admitted 
into that greater but invisible world, upon tlie verge 
of whicli we are continually living. It is to emerge 
from time into eternity. It is to close the outward 
eye as needless, to lose sight of all its objects, and 
to open the inward eye upon tlie world of spirits. 
It is to say farewell to a group of weeping friends, 
and to bid welcome to tlie multitude of ransomed 



BUT let no man be too sure tliat " it is never too 
late to mend." There comes a time when it 
is too late to mend a coat, a hat, a pair of shoes ; 
there coines a time when it is too late to mend a neg- 
lected and abused body and mind. Have we not 
seen many a man who, though still young, is, through 
dissipation, done for ? His eye has lost its keenness 
of vision, his hand its steadiness and skill, his brain 
has almost ceased to be the organ of thought, the 
understanding is muddled, the memory is impaired ; 
the case altogether is hopeless — it is too late to 
mend. Physically and mentally, therefore, a man 
may very easily and very rapidly get himself into an 
altogether ijTetrievable condition. And is there not 
the same awful possibility with regard to our moral 
nature ? May it not come to pass thai it shall be 
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too late to mend this? May not a man go on in 
evil until all faculty of doing good is gone ; until a 
paralysis from which there is no recovery (excepting 
tlirongh some miracle, which it is presumptuoiis and 
vain to look for) has seized the shrivelled, slirnnkeii 
powers of conscience and of will, tiiat might once 
have been used to such good purpose ? 



O WONDROUS land ! 
Fairer tlian all our spirit's fairest dreaming; 
" Eye hath not seen," no heart can understand 
The things prepared, the cloudless radiance stream 
ing. 
How longingly we wait our Lord's command, 
His opening hand ! 

O deal ones there, 

Whose voices, hushed, have left our pathway lonely, 

We come, erelong, your blessed hope to share ; 

We take the guiding Hand, we trust it only, 

Seeing, by faith, beyond this clouded air 

That land so fairl 

ON earth 1 need the grasp of the hand of my 
fii do 11 n e be is there ; it is the pressure 
on the ha d ha makes me feel he is there. Let 
Jesus make he san e mpression on my soul, as 
though h s h nd a j in mine, and I was leaning 
on his All ^1 y ar ju as consciously liave I the 
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presence and the support of the Almiglily arm as if 
my eyes saw and my hands felt. Weak and feeble 
may be my heart when I come down to the cold 
waters of Jordan, but if he places tlie arms of his 
mercy about me, and puts his rod aiid staff in my 
baud, though tliere may be no outward symbol there, 
my soul does lean on tiie arm of tlie Almighty, and I 
go safely tlirough. 



YOUTH is not rich in. time ; it may be, poor ; 
Part with it as with money, sparing ; pay 
No moment, but in purchase of its worth ; 
And what its worth, ask deathbeds ; they can tell. 



TAiKE the moment now passing ; and how soon 
it is past ! Tlie instant whidi marks its pres- 
ence rings the knell of its departtye. It is no sooner 
present than gone. In the very act of looking at it, 
■we lose it. While we seek to measure it, we exhaust 
it. Human thought, and perhaps even angelic, is 
not quick enough to catch it when on the wing. 
When past, it never returns. And yet of just this 
material life is made up. 



AS the lover of art, when passing tliroagh tliose 
galleries which are filled with the works of the 
great masters, frequently has his attention excited 
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and his admiration called forth by the discovery of 
some new beauty springing forth from that force 
and freshness which ever inark the productions ol 
genius, so the behever, as in meditation he passes 
through tile gallery of Divine Revelation, frequently 
meets with pictures so full of grace, and j^tegnant 
with spiritual instruction, that with the poct he is 
compelled to exclaim, — 

" Father of mercicB I in thy word 
For dver be Thy name adored 



T 



HE Past hath done its work ! How well, 
How ill, it matters not to say ; 
For lo ! upon our ears doth swell 
The summons of To-Dav. 



THERE are certain peculiaiities of bad temper. 
Tt usually vents itself on the weak, and those 
tliat are not able to help themselves. Our i>eevish- 
ness generally works down to our inferiors and sub- 
ordinates and dependents. It also is an infliction 
upon our friends; for we take it for granted tliat 
they love tis well enough to beai it We are often 
peevish and snappish toward them, when we would 
not be toward othera. Towsird superiors we are 
seldom liberal and free with our temper ; but toward 
those that are below us in life we do not ho'd it back. 
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Many persons, it seems to me, reserve all ths:tr frets 
during this day ;- they almost do not dare to be cross 
in the presence of customers and superiors ; they 
bottle up their temper, and save it till they get home ; 
and then it is a household confection ! it is a luxury 
of the family ! 



MAN first learned song in paradise, 
From the bright angels o'er him singing; 
And in our home above the skies. 

Glad anthems are forever ringing. 
God lends his ear, well pleased, to hear 

The songs that clieer his children's sorrow. 
Till day shall break, and we shall wake 
Where love shall make unfading morrow. 



S'T^IS greatly wise to talk with our past hours ; 
X And ask them what report they bore to 

heav'n ; 
And how they might have borne more welcome 

news. 



THE material sun has spots upon its surface, 
and wonderful as it, is the radiance it emits 
fiom age to age ; still the telescope pointing toward 
it discerns spots of cloud; but on the cliaracter of 
Son of God, who is the Sun of Rightousness, there is 
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no spot. The holiest and the most sincere honor 
liiiii most and worship him most ardently, and they 
who have sought to cast a stone upon it only illus- 
trate in the fact the vileness of their own hearts, 

/!ev. R. S. Stsrrs, 7'. 

ONE of the godlicst and most effective mer- 
chants we know is a man wlio never cheats 
his soul of its closet devotions, and who gives a part 
of his Sabbath to his family, his Bible, and his medi- 
tations. He comes down from his Sabbath, on 
Monday morning, into the busy world, a refreshed, 
purified, and reinvigorated man, 

Rs^. Thcs. L. Cnyh'. 

OF however much or however little importance 
it may be, I think there is nothing more beau- 
tiful to a right-minded and contemplative mind than 
a little child being taught by its mother to pray. 
There are sad scenes where a child is born into the 
world, and both father and mother are wistful for its 
good, but know not how to pray tliemselves, and 
some nm'se, some dusky-faced Chiistian servant, is 
left to teach it how to say, " Our Father wliicli art 
' in heaven." One of the ways of making yourself all 
but divine to a child is to make your soul a ladder 
on which its little feet shall climb up to find the 
greater Father; for, in the order of nature, the child 
should think of God fiom the qualities which it sees 
in you. And reflexly, die child will bring down 
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some of its little imaginings of God, and teach them 
to you. And the child that has been taught to pray 
by father and motlier has repaid them a thousand- 
fold for all the care and attention that they have 
bestowed upon it. 



AS a rule, those who believe in God believe in 
His power. They believe tiiat He could roll 
Jupiter one side, if Jupiter stood in the way of His 
plans. Nothing is too difficult for Him, and nothing 
can stand in His padi. Believing this of God, sup- 
pose we believe Him to be our personal friend. 
Suppose we vividly think of Him as pereonal to us, 
and suppose we place Him in our tlioughts, not 
away off beyond the reach of a telescope, but by our 
side, by night and day. Suppose we do not think of 
Him as hovering in the heavens, just beyond the 
stars, but close beside us wherever we are. Do we 
then belittle our thought of Deity ? Do we detract 
from His greatness ? Have we fallen into profanity? 



BUT I think that cliildren understand their 
prayers better than their parents do, often. 
Tlie simplicity, the literalness, if I may so say, the 
nestling faith of the little child is the medium by 
wliich we are to be brought back to God in conver- 
sion. We are told by our blessed Master that, un- 
less we become as liltle childdren, we shall not enter 
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the kingdom of heapen. Those veiy things which 
make us superior to the child in a worldly point of 
view are a Iiinderaiice to our piety ; and our children 
pray better than we do. We smile when a little 
child prays that God would give it an apple. The 
nurse comes to the admiring parent, and says, 
"What do you think the child said when I was put- 
ting it to bed? — It said, 'Pa, wont you mend my 
shoe?' — I saidj 'You must not call God pa.' — ' It 
said, 'Well, he is my Father, ain't he? and can't I 
call my father /a?'— 'But,' I said, 'yon must not 
ask God to mend your shoes.' — ' Well,' it said, ' ma 
says 1 must ask him for everything.'" And tiiey 
talk it over iii tlie family, and think it singular that, 
the child should look to God for everything ; but in 
hundreds of instances, after men have gone through 
the storms of life, and found how weak is hu- 
man strength, they come back, at an age of perhaps 
fifty or sixty years, ro a simplicity in whicli, though 
they do not pray for an apple, or to 'have a slioe 
mended, they do pray in precisely the same spirit 
that tlie child does. 



HAST thou a care, whose pressure dread 
Expels sweet slumber from thy bed ? 
To thy Redeemer take that care. 
And change anxiety to prayer. 
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A GLACIER in the Alps gleams in the light 
with its glistening pinnacles, a perfect miracle 
of beauty. And when the sun begins reducing it to 
ruins, toppling down this tower, lopping otF that but- 
tress, melting the whole into a shapeless mass, till 
finally it sinks and falls away, how sad a sight ! what a 
magnificent structure demolished ! But see the 
stream tiickling out from under it. See it go bound- 
ing and laughing down the mountainside to that 
far-off meadow. The sun was only turning the 
splendid, glittering, worthless ice-palace into the 
liquid wealth, thatwas to spread the fields with emer- 
ald and load them with vegetable gold. So God 
takes down die splendid fortune of many a Christian, 
and gives him for it tlie fertility of soul tliat brings 
fortli some thirty, some sixty, some a hundred fold. 

Rtv. G. S, Wilier. 

THE evening cloud, the morning dew. 
The with'ring grass, tlie fading flower, 
Of earthly hopes are emblems true — 
The glory of a passing hour. 



" T? ESIST the devil and he will flee ijom you," 
JA. and, should ho return, the fact that you have 
resisted him before will make you all the more able 
to lesist him again. Whether the particular devil 
that assails you be intemperance, or lust, or lying, 
or anger, or indolence, -^resist; resist at first, and 



Hn^lcdbyGoOglc 



you will have less and less difficulty in all subsequent 
struggles with the adversary. 



IN" God our might 
We gird iis for the coming fight; 
And strong in hira whose cause is ours, 
In conflict with unholy powers. 
We grasp the weapoas he has given — 
The light, and truth, and love of Heaven ! 



AND who are some of these dead ones ? They 
are our kindred gone — our cliiidrcji early 
called, our honored sires now talcing their long, last 
sleep — once beings of great personal interest to us, 
loving us and loved by us. Can we, then, dismiss 
them from thought the moment we cease to see 
them ? This would be alike unnatural and unreason- 
able. Some hypodiesis, some theory, some opinion, 
some faith every one needs, with which to visit die 
great unknown whither the objects of his tenderest 
love have gone. The absence of all thought is haidly 
possible. The broken ties of eaitli and the bleeding 
hearts of time force meditation into the soul. The 
very effort to drive it away will be sure to keep it 
diere. The partialities of human friendship venture 
upon the prophetic office and write an oracle over 
tlic dead. The fond mother sees her smiling infant 
in tlie skies. 
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ALL things that are planted, and are to be pre- 
served, must have roots ; and into tJiose roots 
die life retreats in safety for the winter. But if the 
seed-time, and summer, and harvest, axe neglected, 
and the roots not foraied, then nothing can live 
dirough the season of death that is approaching. So 
die soul must have its roots in Christ ; for the win- 
ter is coming, when all tliat tlie soul can do will be 
just to retreat to Christ; just to take refuge in him 
just, as it were, to lie biuried with him for the resiu-- 
rection. 



THERE is a lesson in each flower, 
A story in eacli stream and bower; 
On every herb on which you tread 
Are written words, which, righdy read, 
Will lead you from earth's fragrant sod 
To hope, and holiness, and God. 

THE hour that is passing will soon be in ita 
sepulchre. Three hundred and sixty ticks of 
one's watch or clock \vill write its doom and place it 
with die hours "beyond the flood." The clock 
strilces ten. It is jxist an hour since die same dock 
struck nine. How soon that hour is gone ! Thus 
hours proceed. To improve them when present, 
and give them a tongue when past, " is wise in man," 
Where ai-e our departed hours? They are gone, 
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We shall see them no more, and act in diem no 
more. Their record is written, and their review is 
waiting for tlic scenes of tiie final judgment. 

X^. S. T. S^iir. 

THERE is many a man who at home is so good 
that you could not persuade the motlier or 
tlie child that he was not a saint. They look upon 
him as being like an angel, and they love him, and 
daily twine about him as a clasping vine covers the 
tiellis. In die family the social instincts take the pre- 
dominance in him, and there he has a character diat 
is sweet and lovely. But go over on the street wheie 
Shylock does business, and see how different diis 
man is there. His social faculties no longer are in 
the ascendant, and another set of powers take tlie 
control of his mind, and he begins to exhibit the wolf, 
the fox, the tiger, the lion, and the alligator in liim 
^for man is a compound of every animal on the 
globe ; and when his animal propensities taice the 
lead, he is quick, sharp, and selfish ; and persons ' 
who know him say, "That man's shadow will cor- 
rode gold, he is such a despicable stingy wretdi ! 
and do you say there is more that is good than that 
is bad in that man? Away with your nonsense! 
Why, he has a giip like a vice in his hand ! He 
stamps his image and superscription on every piece 
of money diat he touches ! And you call him good, 
do you?" The man /j ugly in that character; but 
you did not see enough of him. You did not see 
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him at home in his family. Yon denounce him as 
an old hypocrite; but he is no more a hypocrite than 
you are. You do a great many things on Sunday 
that you do not think you are bound to do on Mon- 
day. You have two characters. You drill differ- 
ently at different times. There is the company drill, 
the battalion drill, smd the corps drill ; and men's 
faculties sometimes drill in companies, sometimes in 
battalions, and sometimes in corps. 'I'here are differ- 
ent orders, different leaders, and different words of 
command. 



THE spider's most attenuated thread 
Is cord, is cable, to man's tender tie 
On earthly bliss ; it breaks at every breeze. 



AVERY little girl, in England, was asked by 
her mother if she knew how Christ could save 
her. " O yes !" she replied ; " I will tell you. One 
day I was naughty, and went up into the nursery. 
Presently I heard nurse coming upstairs to have me 
punished. I looked around to see what I could do, 
and I saw your wide dress hanging on the chair. 
I ran to it, and covered myself all over, so that 
nurse could not see even my foot Now, just so, 
when God comes to punish me for my sins, I run to 
Jesus, and he covers me all over, so tliat God can- 
not see even my feet." 

6* Rn. F. G. Clark. 
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EACH care, eacli ill of mortal birth. 
Is sent in pitjing love, 
To lift the ling'ring heart from earth, 

And speed its flight above. 
And every pang that rings the breast, 

And every joy that dies. 

Tell tis to seek a purer rest. 

And trust to holier tics. 



D 



EATH'S but a path tliat must be trod, 
If man would ever pass to God. 



WHLN ^ou go to tlie brmk of the waters that 
^ou ire about to cios";, hold up the crosi, 
and by raagic power fhey ^ihall cleavL. asunder, as 
did ancient Jordan before the ark ot the covenant, 
and you shall pish over dry shod, and m peace 
'Wlien your feet are toiling up the slope, and you ar- 
rive at die gate of heaven, hold up tlie cross ; the 
angels shall know it, and the everlasting doors shall 
unbar themselves that you may enter in. When 
you pass through the ranks of applauding seraphim, 
that you may pay your first homage to tiie dirone, 
present the cross, and lower it before the face of the 
Master, and He, for whose sake you have borne it, 
will take it from you, and replace it widi a crown. 

lini. Waiiam Msrley PamhoH. 
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THE first death was probably thought a sleep ; 
as the first sleep, according to Miltoo, was 
mistaken for death. I stand by the side of an in- 
fant, and behold it in quiet slumber. What on earth 
call be mote lovely? The eyes are closed; the 
senses are locked up; the great external world is 
shut out. All is stillness and repose. We look and 
wonder, but feel no pain, because we expect a resur- 
rection from this slumber. In like manner I stand 
by the couch when a beloved friend lias closed his 
eyes. The doors of sense are shut ; the outer world 
is excluded ; but the greater, lovelier, more awful 
inner world is there. The marble brow, the serene, 
unmoving features, tlie settled smile of lips which 
were late so eloquent ; all speak of deep slumber. 
But Christianity tells me to dismiss my feais, for 
Jesus comes to awake him out of sleep. 



THE man who passes through Western valleys, 
will occasionally find a little rivulet inurmuring. 
It^catters verdure along its dewy course ; the flow- 
ers bloom more brightly, and tlie grass looks more 
green. But he says, " It is a little thing, and I will 
dry it up." I.,et him make a circuit of the mighty 
basin, and the result of this diying-up process of the 
little rivulets will be, that the great Fatiier of Waters 
will disappear, and no longer roll its mighty tribute 
bacii to the bosom of old ocean. It is not a safe 
way to deal with God and omrselvcs to belittle each 
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particular duty, and at the same time think we can 
be rehgious in general, without attending to the 
details. 



HF -v ho d veils m a valley cai drml of thL 
strea i tl ough its source be i ^accessible n 
the mou ita n deft 

bo a soul may tiste t! e flc v tf spn tual lif 
though It be at the sai le tu e tterly u able to 
trace a course of fhpolu^v flieulogj dm bs the 
mountain or dambers and slips Rehgioi dwells 
by the stiean A min must return from his tlie 
okgv m order to leach h s relii, n and ll 1 1 nil 
find that his religion is his supply of theology. 

IF solid happiness we prize, 
Within our breasts this jewel lies. 
And they arc fools who roani. 



YOUR, diiid is falling from a window. By the 
action of a natural law, he wiU he killed. But 
he cries out for help, "Father! Father!" Hearing 
his call in tliis l^is " day of trouble," you rush forlh, 
and catch him in your arms. Your child is saved. 
Natural law would have Idlled him, but you inter- 
posed, and without a miracle saved him. And can- 
not the great Father of all do what an earlbly parent 



Hn^lcdbyGoOglc 



LIFK THOUCtiTS. 



Jc>cs? And if, in the day of adversity, we, while 
falling, cry to Him for succor, can He not deliver 



TO what voices do the dead not listen? Mu- 
sic can chann the seipent, but it cannot 
awaken die dead. The voice of an orator can rouse 
a nation to frenzy, but let him try his eloquence on 
the dead, and a hoUow echo will rebuke his folly. 
The thunder in tlie heavens can appall a city, but 
there is one spot in it where it excites no alarm, and 
that spot is the tomb. 

"The lark's shrill clarion, ot the echoing horn, 
No mote shall reuse Ihem from their narrow bed," 

There is but one voice which the dead will hear. 
It is that, voice which shall utter the words, "Awake, 
and sing, ye that dwell in dust ; for thy dew is as tiie 
dew of herbs; and the earth shall cast out the dead,' 

G. CafiUan. 

THE air is ftill of farewells to die dying, 
And mournings for the dead : 
The heart of Rachel, for her children crying, 
"Will not be comforted. 

Lmgfdhw. 

''T^HE rules for securing success in secular affairs, 

-1- will apply to die advancement of the soul in 

grace. The real currency in commerce is metallic, 
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the broad earth over. And the gold and silver which 
make wp the basis of personal vve^ilth, ai'e the pro- 
duct of the mines; each glittering coin the result of 
the miner's hard toil with sieve, or widi mattock. 
Now, tlie currency of God's kingdom is trutJi, and 
the Bible is the ore-bed. To evei-y one of you lliis 
miae is open. He must be a blind, or a careless 
miner, who does not come o^it of this inexhaustible 
ore-bed, with some new and massive "nugget," as 
the result of every hour's research. 

ANOTHER fault of morals in business, is taking 
advantage of mistakes. For example, change 
is being made for, and the man gives you back not 
only all you gave him, but a little more, as well as 
tlie article you have taken. You pocket the money, 
and say, " I am not bound to do business for him 
and myself too. It is his lookout. I am not re- 
sponsible for his blunders." Now I want to know 
if that is honest? And yet are there not some men 
here who have done it, and know it, and have never 
made reparation? I know men, who, I suppose, 
you could not bribe to join a band of counterfeiters, 
and make plates, and produce bogiis money, and 
circulate it, but who, if they are riding down town at 
night, and have a bad bill put on tliem, say, " I can- 
not afford to have it lie on my hands," and sliove it 
along, having no conscience in the matter. How 
many men are there that, when tiiey get hold of a 
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It, without stojipmg to cousidei what the moral chai- 
acter ot such aii act is ? 

Bociu^e J on hive a bad bill put on ]0U is no 
reij,on why jou should put it oi somebody else 
Aud though a niin does not make bad bills, if he 
lets one go out of his hands dehbeiatel) , he is i 
counterfeiter m the sight of God Some men sav, 
"I was very uncertain ibout it, some days I thought 
It was counterleit, and other days I thought it was 
not , and on one of those daj s when I thought it v» as 
not counterfeit, I passed it ! " Now, if it was a mere 
question of a dollar, of five dollars, or of ten dollars, 
it might be a matter of amusement ; but it is a ques- 
tion of manhood. Back of all that money, is your 
truth, your fidelity, youi morality, your honor, and 
trustworthiness ; and fhat ought to be a matter above 
dollars and cents to you. If you take in a counter- 
feit bil3, do not wait to let the devil tempt you 
twice ; burn it. That ends it. 



IT would be well to have it understood that these 
Golden Bitters, Santa Cruz Bitters, Plantation 
Bitters, and numerous other preparations of the 
same class, whose names are paraded on every pic- 
turesque tocic along our great thoroughfares by pan- 
dering scoundrels, are rum, rum, rum, with a little 
something added to disguise it. To advertise these 
things is to encourage intemperance ; and to suffci 
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them to go unexposed, is to leave die community 
the prey of a subtle and most damaging evil. All 
these promises of rejuvenation, all these pretences 
of ability to revitalize worn-out men, are miserable 
shams. All these preparations for men and women, 
that claim the power to do such wonderful tilings, 
are scarcely disguised abominations of intemperance, 
are fit only for deception, and are a shame and dis- 
grace to any respectable store, or respectable family. 
And it is high time that this outrageous hypocrisy, 
under the color of medicine, should be exposed, and 
trod into the ditcli, from which it came, and to which 
it belongs. 



A SHIP is sinking, and the crew are in dangci 
of being swallowed up by the waves. At the 
peiil of their lives, a hardy crew push out in the life- 
boat Battling with the breakers, they at length 
reach the wreck, and otter to save all on board. 
They say, " Our boat is laige enough for you all ; it 
is strongly built, and well able to reach the shore; 
we can soon pull you through the surf; we will not 
deceive you ; we promise to save you all, if you will 
leave your sinking ship, and trust yourselves to our 
care." Some of the crew believe, enter the life- 
boat, and are saved. But some are drunken, dis- 
trust the boatman, or think it safer to stay on the 
wreck. Though these perished, it might be said 
tliat those brave boatmen were the saviors of- all 
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the crew, because able and willing to save them , 
but especially the saviors of those whom they ac- 
tually brought on shore. F.ven so the life-boat of 
the gospel comes out to those who are perishing in 
the waves of sin; large enough, strong enough for 
alll 



HOVi teiribie is the mistake tliose parents are 
making who are constantly cherishing the 
selhshiess of their daughters bj ad ni inter ng to 
the 1 ^anltJ by loid i^, them with fiien and ex- 
emi ting tlieni from d ties which the} ought to d s- 
chars^f- How mai j a n other makes heiselfi slue, 
m Older to mal e he di ghte a lidj weirs out her 
own energies m o del that he daughter niaj loll 
away her time m laziness ind waste her sjmpathies 
over the sickly sentimental ism of i shillu g no\el ! 
And what a lady such a gnl make'; I A man who 
has regard for hit, fatute peace and piospentv had 
better marry a great doll on whose India rubber 
face the red and nhite pamt lejjitunatelj belong, 
fhin I lariy her for nliat can humanity e\i ect of a 
selhsh wife — i cold hci ted selfish mo her ? 

Hsv 1.10 C Baia n 

IF there is any day of the year on which you ought 
to clear your table of all intoxicating drinks, it 
is the first day of January. It Is the worst day in 
the year for a man to begin a bad habit on. And it 
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is an unkindness for you to put them there on that 
day ; for you know that, when young men come into 
your house, and the sideboard is there, and winea 
are proffered to diem, it will be an exception for one 
of them to have the moral firmness to say, "I uevei 
take them." You know that there are scores and 
' scores of young laen that will drink against tlieir wish 
and against their judgment, because they are ashamed 
to malie themselves an exception to those with whom 
they are in company. You know that, by their sym- 
pathies and kinder feelings, they will be dragged into 
a compliance that is bad for them. And, allow me 
to speak the truth, it is disgraceful to you. You 
have no business to spread a snare on your table, 
for the young and unwary, catching them at una^ 



THAT sex whi(;h almost alone was friendly to 
die Saviour, which anointed His feet with oint- 
ment, and followed Him with tears to His cross, which 
prepared sweet spices for His burial, and was the first 
to hail His resurrection, has, in turn, been especially 
befriended by His gospel. It lias raised her from 
r condition as a slave, or her still more 
; condition as a mere instmment of pas- 
sion, to be a refined and purifying influence in soci- 
ety, and to lend to home the dignity and the grace 
of the mother, wife, sister, and daughter. 
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HOUGH fools spurn Hymen's gentle powers, 
We, who improve his goldea hours, 
By sweet experience know, 
That marriage, riglitly understood. 
Gives to the tender and the good, 
A paradise below. 



NO grander scene occurred in the life of oui 
Washington, than die following : Immediately 
after organizing the government, he hastened to 
Fredericksburg, to visit his aged motlier, who was 
sinking under disease. He said to her, "The peo- 
ple have elected 'me President, but before I go to 
fulSl the mission, it was my duty to come and bid 
you adieu ; as soon as business will allow, I will has- 
ten to you." She interrupted him, and said, "You 
will see me no more ; my disease is fast approach- 
ing my vitals. I hope 1 am prepared for a better 
world; but go, George; fulfil the high destiny heaven 
has assigned you; go, my son, may heaven and a 
mother's blessing attend you." The President bowed 
his noble head and wept. The brow, around which 
Fame wreathed the purest laurel virtue ever gave to 
man, relaxed from its lofty bearing. That face, 
wliicli could have awed a Roman Senate in its Fa- 
bian day, was bathed in tears. He never saw her 
more ; but what an example has he left to the young 
men of America! 

Rev. Cn. C. B.tld'zoii. 
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LIKE the little child which strays from its watch- 
ful aiid tender parent, during the hours of play, 
but hastens back at the approach of alarm, so the be- 
liever, overtaken by calamity, awakes from his dream, 
and endeavors to retiace his steps to tJie neglected 
mercy-sea'. But ah ! in how many cases does he 
here learn his lamentable distance from God ; and 
how mournfully he is made to cry, "Oh, that I knew 
where I might find Him 1 " 



'■* 'nr^HE path of son-ow, and that path alone, 

X Leads to the land where sorrow is unknown ; 
No traveller ere readied that blessed abode. 
Who found not thorns and briars on the road." 

THESE pulsations are virtually a clock, located 
m the framework of our being. Their num- 
ber is fixed in die arithmetic of God. As life pro- 
ceeds, the number lessens, and continues to lessen, 
till the last feeble, final beat is passing, and die soul 
spreading her pinions for another scene. The heart 
has paused ! The man is dead 1 Time with him is 
no more ! Milhons upon millions of these pulses 
once were future ; but now not one is. future. They 
are all gone ; and nothing but a miracle by the hand 
of God, can reproduce a single one of them. Every 
pulse marks a minute portion of time gone. Every 
pulse shortens the series; every pulse is an approach 
to the last one. Thus life glides, and thus its vital 
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current flows. Arouse thyself, O sleeper ! and re' 
buke thyself, vain piesumer! ere all tliese pulses 
gone shall proclaim that thou art gone ! " What thy 
hand findetli to do, that do with all thy might." 
Waste no time ; for surely you have none that you 
can afl'ord to wasto. 

Rm. S. T. Sfear; 

DO not all the graves compose this one melan- 
choly chorus, and say, "Yet there isToom — 
room for thee, thou maiden, adorned. witii virtue and 
loveliness ; room for thee, thou aged man ; room for 
thee, thou saint, as surely as tliere was room for thy 
Saviour; room for thee, thou sinner, as surely as thy 
kindred before thee, have laid themselves and their 
iniquities down in the dust ; room for all, for all must 
in us at last lie down. 

C. CilfiilaH. 

' ' fir ARTH to earth, and dust to dust ! " 

i— J Here the evil and the just, 

Here the youthful and the old. 

Here the fearful and the bold, 

Here die matron and the maid, 

In one silent bed are laid ; 

Here tlie vassal and the king. 

Side by side lie ivithering; 

Hefe the sword and sceptre rust; 
" Earth to earth, and dust to dust ! " 
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WHO, by searching, can find out God, and 
wlio can find out the Almighty to perfec- 
tion? As well attempt to pronounce on the merits 
of the whole Astor I.ibran vh n } o h^d read the 
first line in the first hook ) took d v the al- 
cove, as attempt to pronounce i d er tat v \y on 
tlie attributes and acts of d fie JehovaJi from 
what you have seen afar off H crea o or e pe 
rienced during the few brief summers and winters of 
His overruling providence. 



Sr-EEV is the gift of God. We think Oiat we lay 
our heads upon our pillows, and compose our 
bodies in a peaceful posture, and that, therefore, we 
naturally and necessarily sleep. But it is not so. 
.Sleep is the gift of God; and not a man would close 
his eyes, did not God put His fingers on his eyelids ; 
did not tlie Almighty send a soft and balmy influ- 
ence over his frame which lulled his thoughts into 
quiescence, making him into diat blissfal state of 
rest whidi we call sleep. True, there be some drugs 
and narcotics, whereby men can poison themselves 
well-nigh to death, and then call it sleep ; but tiie 
sleep of the healthy body is the gift of God. He be- 
stows it; He rocks the cradle for us every night; He 
draws the curtain of darkness ; He bids tiie sun shut 
up his buniing eyes, and then He comes and says, 
" Sleep, sleep, my child ! I give tliee sleep." 
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A SABLE night returns a shining 
And days of joy ensue sad nights of 
The way to bliss lies not on beds of down; 
And he that has no cross, deserves no crown. 

IT is a remai-lsable fact, that the one who loves 
his mother, who honors his mother, is never a 
bad man ; she is never a bad woman. Tel! me how 
a young woman treats her niotlier, and I will tell 
you what her general character is. Tell me liow a 
young man treats his modier, and 1 will ten you 
what his prospects are for time, and a vast eternity. 
Men who have stood highest in the world's regard, 
have been thus distinguished. Olympia, die mother 
of Alexander, was a severe woman. Alexander's 
deputy, Autipata, once wrote letters of complaint 
against her to the Emperor. He replied, "Knowest 
thou not that one tear of my mother, will blot out a 
thousand letters of thino ? " 



WHAT matter though the scorn of fools 
given, 
If the path followed, leads us on to heaven ? 



OIT, that we could enter on each day's duties, 
and close each day's work, as if we had pos- 
sibly seen our last sunrise, or last sunset. That were 
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not a frame of mind inconsistent with earthly enjoy- 
ment. No ! How bright the sky; liow sweet tlie 
song of birds ; how beautiful the wayside flowers ; 
how fiill of pleasure everytliing to that sun-burned 
man, who expects, in a few more hours, and after 
long years of exile, to find himself at home. 

THOSE islands which so beautifully adorn th^ 
Pacific, and which, but for sin, would seem so 
many Edens, were reared up from the bed of the 
ocean, by the little coral insect, which deposits one 
grain of sand at a time, tiU the whole of tlrose piles 
are reared up. Just so witli human exertions. The 
greatest results of the mind are produced by Email, 
but continued efforts. 



T' 



IE wise, the just, the pious, and the brave. 
Live in their deatli, and flourish in the grave. 



u/~\ MOTHKR! sweetest name on earth, 

\J We lisp it on the knee, — 
And idolize its sacred worth, 

In manhood's ministry. 
And if I e'er in heaven appear, — 

A mothers holy prayer, 
A mother's liand and gentle tear. 
That pointed to a Saviour here, 

Shall lead the wanderer there." 
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I HAVE oa eartli, to lay up a good store for the 
world to come. I must examine my heavenly 
ledger daily. I must look into my bank account, 
not weekly, monthly, or quarterly, as the man of , 
worldly business does, but daily. Once a year to 
take stock of grace, will not suffice for me who am 
trafficking for eternity. This I must do every day. 
Before I close my eyes each night in sleep, I must 
have my accounts audited and accepted up to the 
last moment, in due preparation for the general 



HEAVEN'S great harbor of refuge is All- 
prayer ; tliousands of weatlier-beaten vessels 
have found a haven tliere, and the moment a storm 
comes on, it is wise for us to make for it with all 



LET Niagara's restless, rolling flood, with its 
thundering plunge into the deep below, be our 
preacher. See that stupendous waterfall, forever 
painting Nature's bow upon its own spray; see 
those impetuous Rapids, sweeping toward you, and 
then sweeping by you ; see that deep, majestic cur- 
rent, tint no earthly power can stay ; mark tlie ad- 
miring thousands who have looked and wondered on 
tliese shores ; and here behold in one of Nature's 
grandest objects an impressive emblem of life. Life 
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is a stream, a rapid stream. Onward ! onward ! is 
its unchanging law. Everything tliat falls upon its 
bosom is borne onwaid with it. Not a drop of tliis 
stream ever rises to tlie clouds to descend, and pass 
again along the same cliannel. No tides and no va- 
pors, no sun-bearas and no gales; can change the 
position of the passing moment. Once, and but 
once, does it float down the stream of life. Once 
we have it, and then we have it no more. No man 
ever twice awoke to precisely the same life. Our 
position to-day in life's stream is not wliat it was yes- 
terday. The rushing torrent is ever bearing us on- 
ward, and soon will empty us with all the contents of 
moral being into the great ocean of the eternal fu- 
ture. A moment's wise thoughtfulness as we thus 
move may save us an eternity of agony. 

JT«/. s. T. S^r. 

THE dead, 
The only beautiful, who cliange no more; 
The only blest, the dwellers on the shore 
Of spring fulfilled. The dead ! whom call wc so ? 
They tliat breathe purer air, that feel, that know, 
Tilings wrapt from us. 



A CHRISTIAN grave-yard is a holy spot. 
Why should it be a gloomy mansion? Nay, 
the graves of the just are blessed, for dcalh is not 
the victor there, but life ; death is but the minister 
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of life. A Cliristiaa grave-yard is a cradk, wlier';, 
in the qiiiet motions of tlie globe, Jesus rocks his 
sleeping children. By-and-by he will walce them 
from their slumber, and in the arms of angels they 
shall be translated to the skies. 

Kev. H. T. C*«™rr 



ISHAI,L never forget the impression made upon 
me, during the first year of my ministry, by a 
medianic whom I had visited, and on whom I urged 
the paramount duty of family prayer. One day he 
entered my study, bursting into teal's as he said : 
"You remember diat girl, sir; she was my only 
child. She died suddenly this moniing; she has 
gone, I hope, to God. But if so, she can tell him, 
what now breaks my heart, that she never heard a 
prayer in her father's house, or from her father's lips! 
Oh that' she were with me but for one day again ! " 



IT is the misery of the wicked that he is an in- 
strument out of tune ; and the discordant strings 
are so many nerves, vital and sentient, and carrying 
anguish to the centre of feeling. But when the harp 
is new-strung; when the hand of grace moves over 
the harmonious cliords ; when die consciousness of 
the sanctified heart testifies tliat unity and love are 
at least preluding the choral joys of heaven, it is a 
breatli of Heaven's health. 
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MY life is like the summer rose 
'I'hat opens to the morning sky, 
But ere the sliades of evening close 

Is scattered on the ground — to die! 
My life is like the autumn leaf 

That tremNes in die moon's pale ray : 
Its hold is frail, its date is brief, 
Restless, and soon to pass away ! 



OH ! if wo could throw out of our hearts this 
feeling of unkindness toward meo, we would 
see the heavens opened oftener. If we would turn 
away from hatred, strife, or variance against men, 
then we should have sympathy in the courts above, 
and would rejoice in the presence of God. There 
must be this world-wide philanthropy in our hearts 
before wc are prepared to see God in his glory. 
And now I say to you, young women and young 
men^ — 1 speak to you, ye men of business — if there 
be, this morning, Jn your heart an angry feeling to- 
ward any human being, exterminate it if you hope to 
see the heavens opened and Jesus standing at the 
right hand of the throne of God. The dying saint 
cannot hate ; the living saint can no more hate than 
the dying one ; and if on a dying bed, you must not 
only forgive all, but love all, living and breathing in 
life ; you must have the same benevolence if you 
would stand by the portals of glory. 
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* A T AMMA, who made all those beautiful stars 
XVi in the sky? " 

The mother yephed, "Our heavenly Father, my 
child." 

"Then, mamma, I'll send him a kiss," Mary an- 
swered; and, suiting tlie action to llie words, she 
kissed her hand, and tlirew it upward toward the 

Was not the otTering accepted by the loving Fath- 
er, who has said to all who do not trust and obey 
him, " Kiss the Son, lest he be angry, and ye perish 
by tlie *vay, when his wrath is kindled but a litde ? " 



L 



ET never day nor night unhallowed pass, 
J3ut still remember what the Lord hafh done. 



LIKE every social body, diey are subject to 
tides of fashion. Von know that tliere is a 
fashion of bonnets, a fasliion of coats, a fashion of 
pleasures and amusements, and a fasliion of eating 
and drinlcmg, and there is a fashion of remedies. 
Doctors have fashions. And just now the tide sets 
very strongly in the direction of alcoholic stimulants 
— particularly of Bourbon whisky. Everybody has, 
first or last, one of three complaints. Everything is 
either neuralgia, or the heart complaint, or dyspepsia, 
with the doctois ; and Bourbon whisl^y seems to be 
the great wholesome stimulant. The minister, whose 
nervous system is deranged by too close application 
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to his professional duties, drinks Bourbon whisky — 
Uie doctor told him to. The merchant, who has 
overtaxed his powers of body and mind by confining 
himself night and day to his business, diinks Bour- 
bon wliisky — his physician told him to. The law- 
yer, whose brain is perpetually at work, and intensely 
at work, drinks Buorbon whisky — his doctor told him 
to. Everybody that feels bad is drinking Bourbon 
whisky, under medical prescription ! I do not say 
that it is not a good remedy. 1 liave no question 
that it is, when properly prescribed, in special in- 
stances, as is quinine, or any other tonic or stimu- 
lant. But the indiscriminate and almost univei-sal 
prescription of it I know cannot be right. I tiiink 
that matter has gone full as fax asfashion will justify, 
and that physicians should begin to hold back, and 
to discriminate, and to make fewer cases in which 
this all-healing remedy is apphcable. Otherwise, 
under tlie cover of a medical prescription, we are 
going to have a debge of whisky on the land again. 
For as soon as it is found out that the physician pre- 
scribes whisky for everything, men will not go to 
him any more, but will buy it in large quantities and 
at wholesale rates, and administer it themselves ! 



YOU come to an empty bird's-nest, and pick 
up the down that clings to it, or a stray 
plume that dropped; but, finding no other trace of 
the birdling, you say, it has flown away. Ant? you 
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come to a child's enipt)' cradle, oi a household 
tree, that stands grim arid bare aow, or shudders and 
moans in the breeze ; and you say, that bird lias 
(cained to fly; it vanishes from its nest just as it 
was plumed of wing and clear of note. 



DARE do all that may become a 
Who dares do more Is none. 



A MERCHANT had become a member of his 
Church under the following circumstances ; 
He had been for some time convinced of sin, and 
anxiously seeking in various methods to find peace 
with God. But all was in vain. He still caiTied 
about with him a heavy burden of remorse and fear. 
One day, passing a canal bridge on the public road 
leading to his office in the City of London, he saw a 
crowd, and going up to ascertain the cause of the 
gathering, he saw a blind man seated by the way- 
side, reading aloud from a copy of the Bible, spe- 
cially printed for the blind in raised type. As the 
gentleman came up, the reader had reached the 
bottom of the page ; and as he was finding his place 
on the other side, he mechanically repeated over and 
over the last clause he had read — "Neither is there 
salvation in any other ; for there is none other 
name — none other name — none other name" — 
The gentleman passed on ; but the words still rang 
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in his ears, and in his heart too — "None otlier name 
— none other name." They whispered to him during 
the hours of business, and they were his companions 
on his walk home. As he lay down to rest, like 
vesper bells from some ancient village church, they 
rang their plaintive chime — " None odier name — 
none other name." And then the great tiuthflashed 
on him, and he saw that he had been seeking jjeacc 
in his own efforts, rather than by simple reliance on 
the Saviour. 



ONE of our most eloquent senators once said, 
that an Englisbnan's cottage was his castle. 
The winds may whistle through every crevice, and 
the rains penetrate through every cranny, but into 
that cottage the monarch of England dare not enter 
against the cotter's will That is just the state of 
the case between Christ and tlie human soul. He 
has such a respect for the will of that immortal ten- 
ant that he has placed within us, that he will nevei 
force an entrance. He will do everything else ; he 
will knock at the door — 

"He now stands knocking at the door 

Of every sinner's heart ; 
The worst need keep him out no more. 
Or force him to depart." 
But he will not force an entrance. 
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(JOD ! how beautiful the thought, 
How merciful the blest decree. 
That grace can e'er be found, when sought. 
And naught shut out the soul from thee ! 



o 



OH, I am weary of earth," said the child, 
As it gazed with a tearful eye 
On the snow-white dove that it held in its hai 
" For whatever I love will die." 



JUST hke the guide who has engaged to show 
the traveller through the dark and tangled mazes 
of a strange country. The traveller may become 
alarmed and say, " I hear the howling of wild beasts 
off there, or the roar of the dreadful cataract off 
yonder, and I am afraid ; I do not see the way out 
of this dreadful place." The guide says, "That is 
my business; don't you see this light? I have a 
lamp ; follow me ; I have engaged to guide you ; 
keep to me, and I will bring you out." 

So the Saviour said to those disciples, as he says 
to all Christians everywhere and in all time : " I am 
the way." Oh ! how much trouble, anxiety, perplex- 
ity, and fear we might be saved if we just did our 
duty faithfully, and inquired what was tlie will of the 
Master' — what would he have us do? — and leave 
the result to him ! 
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DEPRIVE US of the Bible ! As well forbid us 
to gaze on the jewelled sky, or to be fanned 
by the winged and searching air. Deprive us of the 
Bible! CiU it bin for us to look at the sun, and to 
bask in the bUze of his enlivening beams. The 
very same hand which launched yon orb upon his 
ocean of hght, and bade bun sliine upon the evil and 
upon the good lias sent this orb into the world, and 
has sent it on purposi, that it may bo a lamp to all 
our feet and a lantern to all our paths. 



WHEN I have seen a happy father and mothei 
looliuig on the prizes their children brought 
home from sdiool, or enjoying the home that filial 
love had provided for their old age, then have I seen 
how God rewai'ds parental patience and fidelity. 
When I have seen pious parents beholding their 
children as they stood np before the alter to profess 
Ciirist in the freshness of a youdifu! consecration, 
tlien have I SEud to myself, "God is paying those 
parents their viages." They once dropped the seed 
with faith and tears ; now, their sheaf is large and 
golden. God rewards a mother's fidelity and a fath- 
er's godly example with accumulating interest 
through all eternity. 

Alas! I have seen other "wages" too, paid dearly 
for, by parental impiety or neglect of duty. Eli's 
sin was repaid in Eli's sorrow. I have seen a frivo- 
lous, prayerless mother paid in the wages of a broken 
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heait. And when to many a father's door a drunken 
son has been brought home from a Sabbath-brejik- 
ing debauch, it was only the wages of his own sin 
which a just God was paying him. The "wages of 
sin is death " ^ and of no sin more surely than pa- 
rental. It is death to peace of mind — death to do- 
mestic happiness — death to the neglected or mis- 
guided souls of their offspring. 



THE mother, in her office, holds the kty 
Of the soul; and she it is who stamps the 
coin 
Of character, and makes the being who would be a 

savage 
But for her gentle cares, a Clmstian man. 



TAKE tiiis child and nurse it for me, and I will 
give thee thy wages — is the inscription which 
God's hand writes on every cradle. "When I dressed 
my cliild each morning, I prayed tliat JesuS- would 
clothe it with purity," said a godly mother to one 
who inquired her secret of good training. "Wheji. I 
wash it, I pray that his blood will cleanse its young 
soul from evil; when I feed it, I pray that its heart 
may be nourished with trath and may grow into like- 
ness with the youthful Jesus of Nazareth." Here 
was religious training from the cradle. It began 
with the dawn, and its course was like the sun, grow 
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!ng more full-orbed in beautyuntil the "perfect day." 
That mother received her golden wages in the early 
conversion, usefulness, and honor of all her chiUIren- 
"Go thou and do likewise." 



OF all ihe joys that brighten suffering earth, 
What joy is welcomed like a new-boni 
child? 
What hfe so wretched, but that at its birth 

Some heart rejoiced, some lip in gladness 
smiled ? 



OH ! how are our souls dissatisfied when we lis- 
ten to a sermon destitute of Christ. There 
are some preachers who can manage to deliver a ser- 
mon, and leave out Christ's name altogetlier. Surely, 
tlie true behever will stand like Mary Magdalene 
over the sermon, and say, " They have taken away 
my Lord and I know not where they liave laid him." 
Take away Clirist from the sermon, and yon have 
talicn away its essence. 

Rmi. C. H. Sf^rgeoa 

I HAVE fancied many a time that I ha.ve seen 
JesTis with his eye upon the suffering jioor — 
looldng down upon the poor woman, who pHcs her 
needle while others sleep and while she needs sleep 
— and, for every tear ajid every sigh, Jesus says, " I 
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am adorning this mansion a little more; I am put- 
ting something in order that ivill malse that woman a 
little more happy and joyful when she enters her 
eternal rest ; for all things shall work together for 
good to them tliat love God." 

Bhiwp Kingsliy. 



LOST time is not like a lost note capable of re- 
covery ; once gone, it is forever gone. Each 
day, like every child of sorrow, has enough of its 
own, and needs not that a portion of its predeces- 
sor's responsibilities be added to its own account of 
responsibiKty- Every day, as it opens, must find me, 
and when it closes, must leave me, prepared, by the 
grace of God, for my last day. Short reckonings 
here are absolutely necessary to safety- What a day 
or an hour may bring fortli who can tell? One da/s 
accounts, if unsatisfactory, if unsettled, may lose me 
an eternity of bliss ! If I sleep in guilt, I may wake 
up in hell 1 



THE heart, by a law of its constitution, must 
have something to which it can attach itself. 
Its emblems ai'C the summer tendril and the clasping 
ivy. It was never formed for the hermitage or the 
monastery — and you must do violence to all its ex- 
cellent charities, before it will entirely denude itself 
of all objects of solicitude and love. 
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■'LL tread a righteous path ; a good report 

. Makes men. live long, altliough their life is short. 



THERE is no house on the shores of time, 
which the waves will not wash away ; tliere is 
no path here which the foot of disappointment will 
not tread; there is no sanctuary here which sorrow 
will not invade. There is a home jirovided for the 
soul, but you can reach it only by living for God : to 
none others than tl^ose who thus live will its doo)-s 
be opened. 

Ren. 'Johtt Todd. 

DO you ask me for jilcasure? 
Then lean on His breast, 
For there the sin-laden 
And weary find rest. 
In the valley of death 

You will triumphing cry, — 
" If tills be called dying, 
'Tis pleasant to die \ " 



TWO years ago, a mariner, who had been on 
a whaling voyage to the Pacific, entered New 
Bedford. He left his wife and a little boy behind, 
and had been gone tlrree years. As the ship came 
near, he became so excited that when tlie orders 
were given he could not obey, having lost control of 
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himself. By and by he saw people in the distance, 
and asked the privilege of looking tlirougb the glass. 
Up )-onder on the hill, back of them all, he saw a 
woman, by whose side there stood a boy, and she 
liad a glass, in the use of whicb she appeared to be 
".■cry mucli interested. I need not describe the 
scene of their coining together. They met; but 
after a few weeks he bad to take another voyage, 
and run the risk of shipwreck and of never return- 
ing. But when we meet, we sliall not part again. 

"There all Ihe ship's company meet 



HAVE you ever visited a factory just before the 
dinner hour? The whiazing of wheels, the 
rattlbg of shuttles, the nimble of heavy machinery, 
— these sounds, with the rapid motion of every- 
tliing around, have overwhelmed you. You were 
wearied with the intense, activity ; but suddenly, on 
the ringing of a bell, the engine has stoped, and all 
was still. How dchghtfal and emphatic that silence I 
Such is the Sabbath rest in the great factory of hu- 
man toil. Over-taxed toiler, thou mayst pause 1 
The busy wheel may stand still. The anxious brain 
may be tranquil Exhausted nature may recruit her 
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powers. Households may gather togetlier. The 
husband, with his wife, may leisurely enjoy the gifts 
of God. The father may gather his little ones around 
his knee. It is a holiday— God's gift to man. 



DID you ever come near a magnetic apparatus 
or an electric machine ? I remember tiie feel- 
ings I had when I was a boy, at the first touch of the 
wire. I did not know what strange thing it was ; I 
was fearfid to go near, and liad trembling sensations 
as I approached tiie magnetic apparatus. And yet, 
just as others took hold of the wires and felt die 
electric sensations, so I felt them. The law of tlie 
Spmt of God is uniform. The same electricity that 
dirills you thrills me ; the same magnetism that 
touches me can toudi you. 

I have been to the cross ; my brethern and sisters 
liave been to the cross ; and when by faidi they have 
taken hold, oh, the divine power that has come ! oh, 
the thrill of gloiy that has gone through the soul I oh, 
die chains diat have fallen off! The dungeon Samcd 
mlh light and the soul was filled with glory and widi 
God. 



ACCOUNT for it as we can, we know that a com- 
munity entirely composed of men, would be a 
community of sheer barbarians. In a large degree, 
woman has subdued this rough speech, and checked 
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this fierce selfishness, and converted man from an 
Arab or a sea-king, to the methods and amenities of 
a gentleman. 

Ra. E. H. Chafin. 



WHEN a Christian is well grafted into Christ, 
he will bear a great variety of fruits. Paul 
tells us that tlie choicest jields of the Spirit are 
"love, joy, peace, long-suffering, gentleness, good- 
ness, meekness, temperance, and faith," A healthy 
Christian will yield all these in full measure. Others 
will excel in some special giace. We know of cer- 
tain church-members who are so completely under 
the cold sliade of the world, that the half-dozen sour 
dwarfish apples they yield are not worth any man's 
gathering. Wc know, too, of others so ladem d that 
you cannot touch the outermost limb without shak- 
ing down a golden pippin, or a Seckel, or a jargon- 
elle. Sudi spiritual trees make a churcli-orchard 
beautiful. They are a joy to the pastor who walks 
through them. Every stooping bough and every 
purple cluster that hangs along the walls bespeaks 
the goodness of the soil, the moisture of the Spirit's 
dews, and the abundance of God's sunshine. 

Rev. Then. L. Caylsr. 

YOUNG man, have you a mother? I diarge 
you before God, to love, to honor, to cherish, 
to obey her ! Little dream you of tlie tide of love 
that swells in her heart towards you ; little do you 
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know how much she has done for you ! or liow 
much she will do for you ! Though all others for- 
sake you, she will not ! The greater your danger, 
the sterner your trials, the dajker your misfortunes, 
the heavier your sorrow, flie closer will she press 
her throbbing heart to yours— the closer entwine 
its miglity tendrels about you ! Not many yeai-s 
hence you will see her in her coffin, and then you 
will know what it is 1:0 lose your earliest, truest, best 
friend. Study, then, by acts of kindness, by words 
of affection, and above all, by virtuous, God-fearing 
Jesus-loving lives, to gladden her heart and throw 
sunshine on her path to the grave ! and then a dying 
mother's blessing will be yours, and the holy bene- 
diction of your mother's God will be upon you for 
evermore ! Such is the advice and pledge of the 
Holy Bible 1 Such is the advice of all the wise and 



T^ 



"*HERE is an inner life, which, though unseen, 
. is loftier, vaster, and more eventful. Tho his- 
tory of the man, is the history of bis immortal part. 
Wliile men look o i the j 1 orama of sens ble tilings, 
the poverty, the J leisures tl ]o riejs the expedi- 
tions, the wars, the d sasters die tnu nphs of our 
race ; eyes are gi? n^, } on us f on tl e spiritual 
world, intent upon tho e gie t eil t es hich escape 
us in the pi^rimage of the spirit ; the shade and tex- 
ture of the reason; the dangers, and crosses, .lud 
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wounds of the moral part; tlie new birth of the 
soul; the mysterious assaults of principahties and 
powers; tJie sublime conflict with evil; the ai-mor, 
the triumph, and the salvation. 



A THOUSAND savage beasts of prey 
Around the forest roam ; 
But Judali's Lion guards the way, 
And guides tlie traveller home." 

IS it the declared will of God that in all things 
Christ should " ha\'e tlic pre-eminence." God is 
very jealous for the honor of his Son. It is quite 
possible for us to fix our thoughts too exclusively on 
the first Person of the Trinity, but hardly on the sec- ' 
end. "'He that hath seen the Son hath seen the 
Father." 



ALL the operations of the divine life arc very 
different things in practice from what they are 
in theory. It is just as it is in agriculture. A man to 
be a pmctical farmer must be a working man. It is 
one thing to have romantic ideas of green giades, 
and longings after a quiet farm in the country, and 
to be turning over books of landscape-gardening, 
and studying the chemistry of soils and manures, and 
quite another thing to go into the fields and ditch, 
and dig, and plough, and harrow. It is one thing te 
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manage a farm by proxy, and have all your work 
done by others, and quite another thing to take hold 
with the oxen, and dear up wild lands, and break 
tlie fallow ground, and plant com and potatoes with 
your own hands. 

Now, altliongh the managing of a fai-m can be 
done by proxy, if a man has wealth enough, yet 
there is no such possibility in the Christian life. 
Here you have to keep your own vineyaid, and to 
work you own farm. A man cannot dig in his own 
heart with hired laborers; he can do nothing there 
at second-hand. The digging and the ditching, tlie 
ploughing and harrowing, he must do himself. If it 
could be done by others, there is many a Christian 
mcrcl:ant, who would pay a thousand dollars a year 
salary to any man who would farm his heart for him, 
and get tlie work done, while he could be all the 
while accumulating money. There are many per- 
sons, both poor and rich, who would give all that 
they are worth, if they could get some trusty agent 
to farm out their hearts for them, with the assurance 
of keeping tliem in good order and fruitful. 



ONE who ponders for but a moment upon the 
number of beings in death will be struck with 
the numerical vastness of the problem, where are 
the great nations of antiquity, long since swept from 
tlie eartli? Wiiere are the aborigines that once 
wandered on this soil, hunted in its forests, fislied in 
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its streams, saw God in .the clouds and heard him in 
the winds? Where are the sainted heioes who 
floated in the " May Flower," bowed on its deck, and 
made Plymouth Rock immortal ? Where are the 
Fathers of Revolutionary toil and glory ? Where are 
the great men of history, and the uncounted mil- 
lions who have lived and died unknown to fame ? 
Whither has gone and where has terminated this 
stupendous flow of mind, that for so many centu- 
ries has been poiiring over the cascade of death ? 
Who that claims to be a man can look into the great 
mausoleum of a buried i*ace with not a thought in 
his mind, or a feeling in liis heart, or a word on his 
lips? Who can survey the amazing spectacle in 
cold and sullen silence? It is not wonderful that 
poetry should burn at this altar, and with death for 
her theme breathe the most exciting inspii-ations of 
song. It is not wonderful that philosophy has in 
every age thoughtfully trod the banks of that mighty 
sea we must all sail so soon. 



r. Sfif^y. 



G 



O to the ant, thou sluggard, learn to live. 
And by her weary ways reform tliine own 



ALL the presses that to-day are rattling in the 
land, scattering their leaves of blessing and of 
hope or of sorrow, rattled in the brain of Faust long 
before they worked in the eyes of men. Fulton's 
head was the first engine-house whence rolled out 
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tlie engines that to-day a e tugging and liffing and 
pulling at tile burdens of mankind ; and the wires of 
national intelligence that whispered in the ear of 
the New-England motlier the last words of her dying 
boy on the fields of Gettysburg, before his lips were 
sealed, were once coiled up in the narrow study of 
Morse. The suspension-bridge is but a crystallized 
idea. John C. Fremont carried in the fluids of his 
thought the victorious fleet Jong before Commodore 
Foote floated into the Mississippi. Ericsson walked 
up and down Pennsylvania with the Monitor in his 
massive braiii, full-rigged, and with cannon and crew^, 
long before she sailed in the waters below. Power's 
Greek Slave stood patient and voiceless, yet plead- 
ing, in the temple of his thought long before it quick- 
ened the cold marble into life ; and the Heart of the 
Andes is but one canvas on the soul of Church, in- 
dicating what is within. The cliisel of the sculptor 
and the brush of the painter are but the magic wand 
with which Genius crystallizes her inspired ideas. 



WHEN you select articles of dress, you hold 
tliem up from the sombre dusk, or tlie un- 
natural glare of the warcroom, into tliat temperate 
■ and every-day light, in wliich tliey are to be worn. 
So to select the color and the texture of a principle, 
one must consider how it will make up, and how it 
will wear in tlie scenes wliich await it. 
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A MAN who wanted to know where a certain 
city in Europe is, if he did not know the geog- 
raphy of Europe, would not know anything about it ; 
and how can I know where heaven is till I understand 
the map of the universe ? If an angel should come 
down here, and tell me, I should not know what he 
meant. We must die to understand that. But that 
there is a heaven is a glorious and important truth. 



I WENT to Boston, a yeai- ago last June, to a 
great convention there. I had never been in 
New England. 1 went to No. 5 Cornhill, and saw 
one hundred ministers, but there was not one among 
diem all tliat knew me. I went elbowing my way 
among them, and got a new idea. I thought, if 
there will be no recognition of friends in heaven, 
what a lonesome place it will be for a poor man 
who gets tliere ! At length, I found a man who ex- 
claimed, "Why, Erotlier Mattison, is it you!" "Is 
this Brother Mattison?" said another, and so tlie in- 
troduction went around. It was a Book-Room 
heaven in a short time, I expect it will be so when 
we join our sainted friends in heaven ; I expect that 
we sliaJl know eacii other there. 



IF the victorious " Kearsage " were to spring a-leak 
from striking on a sunken rock, what matters it 
that the captain should take to studying his charts, 
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or the pilot to noting his compass, or tlie saihng- 
master to make up the log, or the marines to tlieir 
accustomed drill? These are all proper occupations 
at the proper time. But they don't save the ship ! 
How can they escape, if they neglect to stop that 
leak ? Oh I unforgiven, unconverted reader, what 
shall it profit tliee to enjoy ail art, and all polite let- 
ters, and revel amid wealth uncounted, if at last thou 
awake amid the agonies of the lost. 

Rsv. TiLiQ. L. Cayler. 



NEVER did angels taste above 
Redeeming grace and dying love." 



AWEARY traveller, parched with thirst, toils 
along a dusty road. To beguile the tedium of 
his journey he may wliittle out a toy, repeat passages 
of poetry, or follow a close course of reasoning ; yet 
all the while his husky tliroat clamors for water ; he 
cannot forget it ; and ever and anon, in the pauses 
of other occupation, it is tlie absorbing matter of 
reflection. So prayer is a quencWess thirst for the 
living waters of salvation, fixed in the soul forever, 
but entirely compatible widi the employment of 
body or mind in other things for a season. 

R^. 7- Mudse. 

GIVE us Christ always, Christ ever. The mo. 
notony of Cluist is sweet variety, and even 
the unity of Christ hath in it all the elements of har^ 
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mony. Christ on the cross and on the throne, in the 
manger and in the tomb — Christ eveiywhere is sweet 
to lis. We love his name, we adore his person, we 
delight to heai- of his works. 



DID you ever see orchestras getting ready to 
play ? They take a tuning-fork that is at the 
concert-pi tell, and strike it, and get the note exactly, 
and chord the instruments, one afEer another taking 
tlie pitch, and all of them at last coming into har- 
mony. It maltes no difference if they played only 
two hours ago, they are obliged, at every perfor- 
mance, to repeat the same operation ; and frequently 
it has to be repeated two or three times, if the per- 
formance is long. 

Now, no man can chord his heart so that it 
will gO' without tuning from one day to another. 
Every day we must take the Word of God as the 
concert-pitch, and tune our hearts up to that ; and 
we must do it not only every day, but many times a 
day. We must do it so often tliat we sliall have 
something more than a vague conception of Christ, 



THEN in life's goblet freely press 
The leaves that give it bitterness j 
Nor prize the colored water's less, 
For in thy darkness and distress. 
New light and strengtii they give. 

Lmgfello: 
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SUPPOSE he had told us of the wonders o( 
heaven, we might have thought, after all, tliat 
the words had an oriental exuberance, that it could 
hardly be really all that; but when I see the Lord 
willing to die to purchase heaven for such a poor sin- 
ner as I consciously am, tlien I know how vast, how 
lovely, how lustrous and fuU of wonder it is. If he 
had broken bits from the pavement of heaven, and 
brought them to me; if he had plucked amaranthine 
flowers from the gardens of Paradise, and brought 
them down ; if he had shown me in a mirror all the 
wonder and mystery of that heavenly estate, he could 
never have portrayed to me as he does, when he is 
willing to die to buy it for me, that, by the purchase 
of his blood, heaven may become my immortal in- 
heritance. He appeals to my moral nature in its 
aspiration after eternal life, by the power of the 
Holy Ghost, and so he shall conquer the world. 
Dying, he sliall subdue it to himself, and lifted up 
upon the cross, he sliall call all nations, kindreds, 
and tribes around him till they accept him as their 
Redeemer, till they bow to him as their Ruler, till 
they worship him as their God. 



A DEATH, not. such as we may hope for, sur- 
rounded only by those who love us, whose gen- 
tle offices and tender tones half disguise tlie fierceness 
of the last enemy, but death embittered by the crush- 
ing grief in the garden, and the mock kiss of the 
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tr^tor, and the cowardly desertion of the disciples, 
and the ruffian insults of tlie court, and the cniel tor- 
ture of liie scourge, and the bitter taunts of tlie 
Scribes, and the writhing agony of the cross, and 
the midnight horrors of a mental woe, which wrung 
from the sufferer' tiie appalling cry, "My God, my 
God, why hast thou forsaken me?" 



WHEN I stand before the throne 
Dressed in beauty not my own ; 
WJicn I see thee as thou art. 
Love thee with unsinning heart. 
Then, Lord, shall I fully know — 
Not till then — how much I owe. 

Rc!:. R. M. McChiyns. 

I CANNOT see here wifliout helping out my 
sight, first with glasses, then with a, microscope, 
for, the minute creations of the Deity, and then with 
tlie telescope, to bring distant objects near; but 
when God raises me from the dead, who can tell 
but 1 will be able to adjust my eye to make it tele- 
scopic and microscopic, and thus make it serve all 
the ends that God can make an optical instrument 
serve in the land of mortals. O brethren ! it doth 
not yet appear what we shall be in the world to 
which we go. Who can doubt that heaven will be 
of surpassing beauty and magnificence ? 
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How mil my last day on earth find me? 
Struggling in vain, for more of this mortal 
life, or anticipating, with seraph glow, iny entrance 
upon life eternal ? Unwilling to quit the tenement 
of clay, or ready to depart and to fac with Christ? 
It will be die one or the other. Its issues arc awc- 
ful to contemplate. The die will then be cast. My 
condition will then be one of infinite joy, or of infi- 
nite woe. I shall then ciirse the day that I was born, 
or I shall bound and leap with exultation that ever 
life, tliat shadow of life eternal, was given to me I 
Wiiich will it be when my last day li 



H 



UMBLE we must be, if to heaven we go ; 
High is the roof there, but the gate is low. 



ONE of the obvious evils of the practice of ela- 
borate dressing for church is the waste of holy 
time. Some of the good women whom we see at 
church every Sabbath, must have spent two or three 
hours in the work of preparation. The task of put- 
ting on so much finery is no slight one. And it is 
not seldom the case, we suspect, diat individuals 
stay at home on the Sabbath because so large a part 
of the morning is occupied in sleep, or in the cares 
of the house, that there is not time enough left to 
dress for church. If the toilet were a little simpler, 
less time would be required to make it, and the hours 
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thus saved, might be profitably spent in reading, or 
in restfiil tboTiglit. Many persons complain that the 
Sabbath is to them the busiest day of the week. Is 
not the work of the toilet one very large part of tlieir 
labor? 



THERE are regions beyond the most distant 
nebulous outskirts of matter ; but no regions 
beyond tlie divine goodness. We may conceive of 
tracts where there are no worlds, but not of any 
where diere is no God of mercy. 



THE wife of Tigrancs was among the captives 
on a certain public day when Cyrus, the con- 
queror of Asia, was reviewing his troops. While the 
captives pressed forward to see the conqueror, Ti- 
granes presented himself before Cyrus and offered a 
thousand talents for the redemption of his wife. 
Among the observations afterwards made respecting 
the appearance and glory of the conqueror, this 
noble lady was asked what she thought of Cyrus, 
She had not seen him. On what, then, was your at- 
tention fixed P On the man who offered a thousand 
talents for my redemption. And on whom should 
the attention of Christians be chiefly fixed, but on 
him who gave, not a thousand talents, but his own 
most precious life, for their redemption. 

10 ^"'' ^" °' ^""^"' 
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BURDENEDwilii guilt, wouldst thou be blest? 
Trust not the world, it gives no rest ; 
Christ brings relief to hearts opprest : 
Oh ! weary sinner, come ! 

Come, leave thy burden at the cross : 
Count all thy gains but worthless dross; 
His grace o'erpays all earthly loss, 
Oh 1 needy sinner, come ! 

Come hither ! bring thy boding fears, 

Thy aching heart, thy streaming tears ; 

'Tis Mercy's voice salutes tlmie ears. 

Ho ! every sinner come ! 

THERE is a third mistake, or sin we had bet- 
ter name it. It is the sin of hira who brings 
all the work of the week and all his plans for business 
into the house of God. How much better is such 
an one than those sacrilegious hucksters and brokers 
who once set up their bird-stalls and exchange -tables 
in Jerusalem's sacred temple ? For this man brings 
his counting-room or his shop to church in his heart. 
He makes bargains or computes the rise in gold 
during the prayer, sells stocks or buys produce all 
through the sermon, and goes home with new plans 
for the Monday's toll and traffic "You are the 
first minister," said a friend once to his pastor, 
"who ever has preached me out of my flour-store." 
We honored the frankness of his confession ; but 
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are there not hundreds of human bodies in our 
churches on every Sabbath, whose souls are in flom- 
stores or brokers' offices, or warehouses, or in barns 
and harvest-fields? Whom do these worship, God 
or Mammon ? Jesus Christ tells them that they 
cannot worship both at the same time. 

Rev. raw. L. Cuylir. 

SUPPOSE the stars blotted out in darkness, sui> 
pose the angels dead; imagine tlie glorified 
spirits above are all gone, and you are left alone, the 
last man, and there is God looking at you. What 
an idea it would be for you to think of — that there 
was only you to be looked at ! liow steadily he could 
observe you ! how well he would discern you ! But 
mark you, God does really look at you this night as 
much, as entirely, as absolutely without division of 
siglit, as if you were the only being his hand had ever 
made. Can you grasp that? God sees you, with all 
his eyes, with the whole of his sight — you — you — 
you —you are the particular object of his attention 
this very moment. God's eyes are looking down 
upon you ; remember that 1 



BUT enough we know to assure us, not only that 
God's angels arc fighting, and that loo on the 
right side, but that they are our comrades-in-arms, it 
we be soldiers of Jesus Christ, contending for tlie 
right, the good, and the true. We may not know 
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i of their co-operation in 
the secret conflicts of the Christian with the guer- 
rilla bands of the world, the flesli, and the devil, diat 
sweep across his soul at times, nor the part they take 
in the grand encounters of the church with the 
"abominable army" of the great rebel. But the 
fact stands out too vividly to be evaded, that they 
are not idle spectators of the holy war. 



H^ 



i is the freeman whom the truth 'Inakes free, 
And all are slaves besides, 

Co,„pc,: 



WHEN diis passing world is done. 
When has sunk yon glaring sun, 
When we stand with Christ in glory, 
Looking o'er life's finished story, 
Tlien, Lord, shall I fully know — 
Not till then — Jiow much I owe. 

Riv. R. M. McCheyni:. 

WE have slept soundly all night, happily un- 
conscious of existence, with its toil and its 
care ; and now the day lias dawned. The monarch 
thereof is painting the eastern sky with golden 
colors. We awake with a species of surprise, having 
for several hours been absent from ourselves. We 
rush to the duties of the day ; soon it is mid-day; 
and soon the shades of evening again mantle the 
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earth. Another mora appears, and then another ; 
and at length the last morn is on the wing. Thus 
our days fly, and thus they will, till all have flown. 
Soon these lapsing days will place, us all in the great 
yesterday of the infinite past. Solemn preachers are 
tliey to the living; solemn monitors to the sinfiil, 
and monitors to the good. 

THE more you live with Christ the better you 
will love him. There are some people in 
the world of so unlovable a nature, that to see them 
once in seven years is quite enough if you. wish to 
love them ; the less you know of them perhaps the 
better. But of Jesus Christ it can be said, the 
longer you live with him tbe better you will love 



MANY a yotmg woman, who cannot do a sum 
in the simplest mathematics, who knows no 
more of history than she does of sciences, is as ignor- 
ant of literature as she Is of the stars ; cannot pai-se 
a sentence, any more than she could unravel an 
eastern hieroglyphic : has not even the ability to write 
a decent love-letter — is sent to dancing schools, 
where her feet are educated, while her head and her 
heart are left untaught, and uncared for. Howmuch 
the blame of this rests upon misguided parents, and 
a false public taste, God only knows ; but these are 
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mournftil facts, over which every lover of humanity 
must weep. 

Sev. Geo. C. Haldivin. 



"T yf /"HAT is woman, wliat lier smile, 

V V Her look of love, her eyes of light, 
What is slie, if she in her heart deride 
The blessed Saviour ? Love may write his 
Name upon her maihle brow, 
Or linger in her curls of jet, 
The light spring flower may scarcely bend 
Beneath her step ; and yet, and yet, 
Without this choicest grace. 
She is a lighter thing than vanity." 

THE Creator of this great universe must be 
good. Books of evidence, begone ! One 
sunset, one moonlight hour, one solemn meditation 
of the night, one conversation at evening with a kin- 
dred heart, is worth you all ! Such scenes, such 
moments, dissolve the most massive doubts easily 
and speedily as the evening air sucks down the 
mimic mountains of vapor which lie along tlic verge 
of heaven. 

G. CUfillmt. 

OTHER things stop ; but time never halts a 
moment. The miracle of Joshua is not re- 
peated ; the sun and moon no longer staud still ; 
the shadow has never gone back upon the dia]-plate. 
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Time has not lost a second He led us through the 
spring, treading on flowers ; he led us through the 
harvests of the summer, and the orchards of the 
autumn. He has shaken down the last leaf, and 
darkened the forests with mournhig. December is 
the sexton of the year, and gathers all the glories of 
the field into the sepulchi-e. 



n. Tltco, L. Ciylsr. 



IF God hath made the world so 
Where sin and death abound. 
How beautiful beyond compare 
Will Paiadise be found ? 



A DEITY believed, is joy begun ; 
A Deity adored, is joy advanced ; 
A'Deity beloved, is joy matured. 
Each branch of piety delight inspires. 



DO your tenants say, " I should have known that 
he had become a Christian by the way he 
collects his rents?" Do your business associates 
and your neighbors say, " How much more fair and 
just he is in his dealings tlian he used to be?" Is 
your nature, that was once as hard as a granite rock, 
now soft and mossy on the surface, so that vegeta- 
tion might almost grow iipon it ? It is yoiur life 
that is to determine whether you have the spirit of 
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Christ, and if yoa have not £he spirit of Christ you 
are none of liis. 



THE Christian's soul plumes her immortal wings 
in anticipation of that pure and happy realm 
of rest in "our Father's kingdom." When the heart's 
bitter sorrows are over here ; when all of the tears 
have been shed on earth ; when the breast has 
swelled enough with wi'ongs, injury, and grief; 
when the mockery of human happiness has dis- 
closed its Dead Sea fruit of dust and ashes to our 
souls, flien, then shall we leave the sin-stained earth 
forever ; then shall our spirits — like the white- 
winged doves of Eden — soar up into celestial airs j 
glide with the music of Paradise around its ■welcomed 
entrance into die home of heaven, ouk home, where 
the lost and loved of earth will meet us. There no 
cheek will blandi to receive the pure Icisses of the 
redeemed ; there no heart will shrink with wounded 
feelings from the stranger and unknown ; there all 
will be one family for evermore in that serene and 
matchless place, where "angels' feet make uuisic 
over all the starry floor." 



THERE is not a daisy that was not organized to 
be a daisy, but I should like to see one that 
did not have the sun to help it up from the seed; 
there is not an aster that was not organized to be an 
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aster, but where is there one that grew independent 
of the sun I What the sun is to flowers, that the 
Holy Ghost must be to our hearts, if we would be 
Christians. If there is a man who can be a Chris- 
tian without the help of God, he has a heart such as 
I never knew a person to have. 



yE 



"^ELL me, my sacred soul, 

O tell me, Hope and Faith, 
Is there no resting-place 

From sorrow, sin, and death? 
Is there no happy spot 

Wliere mortals may be blest, 
Where grief may find a balm 
And weariness a rest? 
F^th, Hope, and Love, best boons to mortals given. 
Waved their bright wings, and whispered "Yes in 
heaven." 



IF you want to drive a wedge into a lor.k, you do 
not want a hole as big as the butt-end. of the 
wedge. Let there be a hole just large enough 
to get the sharp end in, and that is sufficient. 
When the little end is once entered, then, with rap 
upon rap, the wedge win make way for itself, and at 
last the lock will split open. 

And when a man wants to be rent asunder, he does 
not need to begin with anything but a little lie, about 
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as thin as a sheet of paper. If there is only a jilace 
just large enough to get temptations in, you may be 
sure that battering will open a passage-way for all the 
rest. And so men are deceived. It is a small sin 
is it ? ■ — smaller than the sharp side of an axe ? But 
is it not large enough for a cutting-edge? The 
smaller it is, the worse it is. If temptations pre- 
sented themselves blunt-end first, every man would 
oe shocked by them ; but they do not. The danger 
of temptation is that it comes fair-looking and dis- 



SINCE I have been trying to talk here this morn- 
ing, young men have been thinking where they 
Spent last evening, and where they are going to spend 
to-morrow evening. Young ladies have been plan- 
ning how they shall array themselves, and what will 
be the next articles of apparel they are to purchase. 
They are not thinking of Jesus. How shall the word 
of life reach their hearts ? 



SUPPOSE I should attempt to persuade a nation 
that our Indian com was excellent for food, by 
offering them the cob and husk without the grain. 
I might insist as strongly as I pleased tliat it was full 
of nutriment ; but after they had partaken of the cob 
and husk, supposing them to be the corn, they would 
declare corn to be innutritious. Now, what an ear 
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of com is without the grain, that Christianity is with- 
out kind, genial, sympatlietic love. Clmstianity witli 
this love left out is nothing but cob and husk. When 
the corn is growing, the cob serves s, good purpose 
as a, centre for the grain to fonn itself upon, and tlie 
husk is a grand wrapper for protecting it from tiie 
weather while it is yet tender. I do not, therefore, 
speak against the cob or the husk. I regard them 
as important inside and outside influences, provided 
for the ripening of the com. I do not speak against 
churches, and "means of grace," and religious insti- 
tutions, but I do say that churdies, and means of 
grace, and religious institutions, which do not pro- 
duce love, aie mere cob and husk. True Christian 
love is the grain. That is to be the bread of life. 
It is that which is to transform man, and lead him in 
his treatment of his fellow-men, to imitate him who 
bowed his majesty, and laid his head in the grave, 
giving his life to show his love for us, and to rescue 
us from eternal deatli. 



YET even night hath its songs. Have you 
never stood by the seaside at night, and 
heard the pebbles sing, and the waves chant God's 
glories ? Or have you never risen from your couch, 
and thrown up the window of your chamber and lis- 
tened iJiere? Listened to what ? Silence — save 
now and then, a murmuring sound, which seems 
sweet music then. And have you not fancied thai 
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you heard tlie li;irii of God playing in the heavens? 
Did you not conceive that yon stars, that those eyes 
of God, looking down on yo\i, were also moudis of 
song— that every star was singing God's glory, sing- 
ing as it shone, its mighty Maker, and liis lawful 
ivell-de served praise ? Night hath its songs. 

Rev. C. H. S^urgro^. 

WHY docs a man wish to be a child ^;ain ? Be- 
cause lie has got no Father in the future ; 
he has got no home beyond, and he goes back again 
to the home he once had, when he was tolerably in- 
nocent, and nearer heaven than he has ever since 
been. Ah ! of all the sadnesses that can come upon 
a man in this world, is to be constantly travelling, 
travelling, travelling on, with no home in prospect ! 
A soul without a home ! a soul without a home ! 
Three is no sadness in this world, nothing on this 
side of hell that I know of like that. And yet that 
is just why many people long to be children again, 
because they do not know what is before them in 
the future. 

Ria. W. M. PianJwn. 

IT is the neglected wheel that capsizes the vehicle, 
and maims for life the passengers. It is the neg. 
lected leak that sinks the sliip. It is the neglected 
field that yields briars instead of bread. It is the 
neglected spark kindling near the magazine whose 
tremendous explosion sends its hundreds of mangled 
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wretches into eternity. The neglect of an officer to 
throw up a rocket on a certain night caused the fall 
of Antweri^, and postponed the deliverance of Hol- 
land for twenty or more years. The neglect of a 
sentinel to give an alarm hindered the fall of Sebas- 
topol, and resulted in tlie loss of many thousand 
lives. 

And, my friend, it will be the stupendous aggrega- 
tion of allyour fatal neglects— of all the neglected 
Sabbaths, joined to the neglected offers of grace, 
and added to the neglected duties, and multiplied by 
the neglected drawings of Gkid's Spirit — that will 
sink you (if you die impenitent) into perdition. 



ON some very cold mornhig of February a man 
wakes up in liis house, and says, "Every win- 
dow here is curtained with ice. Frost is on every 
pane, and obstructs the light. And now, I am not 
going to take a step in my daily duties, nor have a 
morsel of breakfast, till every particle of this ice is 
removed." So he begins to scrape the glass ; and 
before he has finished cleaning the second pane, the 
frost is foniied on the first one that he scraped, as 
much as it was when he began. He malces very 
slow progress. And if I were in his presence, I 
ivould say , " My friend, build a big fire in the stove, 
and that will get your breakfast ; and while it is get- 
ting your brealcfast, tlie heat that it will diffuse 
throughout the room will melt the ice, and the light 

n 
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will be let in tlirough tlie windows in the most legiti- 
mate "way." 

Now, there are tliousands and thousands of chrys- 
tallized sliepticisras and difficulties that atfacli to a 
man's understanding because there is not any fire in 
the heart; because diat very moral state whicli 
solves difficulties is wanting in him. And if he 
would have his difBculties solved, he must believe in 
the Lord Jesus Christ The way to solve difficulties 
is to be in full communion with God. 



A MAN might say, "That star is a little tiling, it 
is a single beam of light, and does so little 
toward dispelling the darkness, we may safely blot it 
from tlie firmament j " and yet, if you repeat tliat 
blotting-out process in detail, you will clothe the 
heavens in sadicloth and plunge the earth in eternal 
night. That is not a safe way to deal with moral 
and religious interests, nor, indeed, with other mat- 



I LOOK out of my window at a tree covered with 
foliage. I see the leaves waving in the wind ; 
silver-bordered with sunshine, some of them; dark 
with shadows, some of them. Altogether, the 
mass of foliage pleases me. The general con- 
tour is pleasing. I go out and pluck a brancli, 
and, as I hold it in my hand, the branch pleases me- 
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And I plucli a leaf, and the leaf pleases me. A.nd 
so I find that I not only admire the tree as ? whole, 
but that I admire the branches of tlie tree : I admire 
each and every leaf of the tree. So God Icvcz th^ 
whole mass of men, and yet loves each separate in- 
dividual comprising the mass. He is the near and 
dear friend of each person. He is a personal GscI, 
walking before, and holding the hand of each. 



IN Greenwood's bowers, 
Among the flowers, 
With angels watching overhead 
Resting lowly. 
Calm and holy. 
Sleep our precious dead. 

And heavenly keepers 

Guard those sleepers 
Until the resm'rection mom, 

When forms of brightness, 

In God's own likeness, 
Shall rise with beauty heaven-born. 

AND lie who clothes the lilies with their lovely 
dress, taking the seed at first rotting in tli ,■ 
earth in Spring, and canying the germ of life up by 
his power into the light of day, and there causing 
the rays of tlie sun, and all the influences of the ele- 
ments, to weave for them a Summer aixay, with which 
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the impearled golden robes of Solomon in his great, 
est graudeur were not to be compared in glory. He 
■who clothes the lilies with sucli loveliness, will 
mudi more take care of die germ laid with our mor- 
tal frame in the eartli, will raise it into the light and 
sji of heaven, and there will swallow up mortality of 
life, giving to every believer in the Lord an array, 
perhaps incomparably more glorious than even the 
vesture of the angels. 



THOUGH earth may be dark 
And life may be drear. 
There's light in the sky ; 
Our home is not here. 



We look far above. 
Our home is on high, 

Beyond the dark clouds 
There's light in the sky. 

The sun ever shines, 
Clouds ever obscure, 

But far up above 
The sunlight is pure. 

So trouble and grief 

May cloud our way here 

'Tis only above them 
The sunlight is clear. 
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OUR fallen being has two motions, like the 
globe ; one upon its own axis, and the other in 
its orbit. While intent solely on present enjovment, 
absorbed in the plans of to day, and careless of the 
future, man whirls «ith hii carnal mmd upon die 
apis of self, regardless of that swift, stupendous, 
controlling motion m the orbit, which is sweeping 
him from God 



SUPPOSE you have a ship about to sail with a 
valuable cai'go for a distant port; but the tide 
must be fevorable before that ship can start Hour 
after hour passes, and then at length you see by the 
change in the current, and the swinging rmmd of 
the ship at anchor, that the tide has turned. Now, 
then, you at once weigh anchor and saill What 
would you say if some one objected and said, " No ; 
wait 1 the tide has only just turned ! " So, when the 
tide of a sinner's affections, wliich was flowing down- 
wards, begins to flow upwards, that sinner is at once 
on his way to paradise ; the change is complete ; th« 
tide is as fair now as it ever will be ; why, tlien, wait! 
That vessel is on its way to glory ! 



CHILD Christians tliere are, whose heads are 
reckoned white with age on earth ; — but they 
are called flaxen-haired on high. We call them 
wrinkled here, but there they call them dimpled 
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They seem to us to be very dull and still, but t!ie 
hand almighty rocks their cradles when they cry. 



IF always on. the thorns my feet must tread, 
And heavy clouds hang darkly o'er my head; 
If all the sunshine from my life depart. 
And cold, gray ashes lie upon my heart ; 
If all my hopes, like swift-winged birds must fly, 
And every flower of promise droop and die ; 
If always tiirough a mist of gadiering tears 
My eyes watch sadly for the coming years ; 
O Father, when Death's river I've crossed o'er, 
And my feet stand on the fo/rtlisr shore, 
Shall not thy seal upon my forehead be, 
" Perfect through suffering," purified by thee ? 



THE Churcli of Christ was designed to repre- 
sent liim on earth, and to minister to all the 
moral needs of the human race. Her work, then, is 
not done when she sends out preachers and teachers ; 
when she exhibits sacraments and liturgies ; when 
she puts up churches at home and mission stations 
abroad. She must grope her way into the alleys 
and courts and purlieus of the city, and up the bro- 
ken staircase, and into the bare room, and beside 
the loadisome sufferer. She must go down into the 
pit with die miner, into the forecastle with the sailor, 
into the tent with the soldier, into the shop with the 
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meclianic, into tlie factory with the operative, into 
the field with the fanner, into the comitiiig-room 
with the merchant. Like tlie air, the church must 
press equally on all the surfaces of the shore-line of 
society ; like the sea, flow into every nook of human- 
ity ; and like the sun, on things fonl and low as well 
as fair and high — for the was organized, commis- 
sioned, and equipped for the moral renovation of 
the world. 

Bhhop Simpson. 



BE not son-owful or fearful at the thought of 
deaOi. There are many Christians troubling 
tliemselves and saying, " Am I ready to die ? " That 
is not the question. Are you ready to live ? Have 
you Christ in yon, the hope of glory ? If Christ be 
in you, he will take care of you. Live for Jesus, 
and all will be well in the dying hour. Whether you 
die at home or abroad is a very Httie matter; 
whedier you die in the midst of friends or of ene- 
mies is of small account. Live for Jesus and he 
will never forget you. If you live for the world, it 
may forsake you; if you live for wealth, it may 
leave you, and you may die in poverty ; if you live 
for iame, men may turn against you ; if you live for 
pleasure, your ability to enjoy it may pass away, 
and your senses grow dim; if you hve for the mazy 
dance, your feet may be unable to move. You may 
love tile sound of the viol, but the ear can no longer 
hear ; if you live for the beautiful, your sense of 
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sight may pass away; if yon live for your ciiildren, 
they may be smitten down and leave you desolate, 
or, what is far worse, they may ahnost Torsalte you, 
and leave you worse than childless in the midst of a 
cold and unfeeling world; if you would live for anj 
form of earth, you may be forsaken ; but, oh ! live 
for Jesus, and he will never forsake you. 

Bishop Sin/J'son. 



H 



OW sweet, when the turmoil of life shall dls- 



When heart-weary, soul-weary, friendless, alone — 
When sorrow's dark waves compass round and op- 
press me, 
As weak with despair and afBiction I've grown. 
And when the keen blasts of adversity chill me, 

When 'mid the wild tempest I tremble and quake, 
O then with what rapture the whisper shall thrill 
me, 
" Fear not, for thy Saviour will neoer forsake." 

Though friends may prove false, and though foes 
may surround me. 
The tongue that now praises soon censwe and 

Though life's fiery trials may gather around me, 
Still, still I'll not shrink while that promise I 

My spirit may droop, and my sad heart may quiver, 
When strongest temptations my pathway o'ertakp, 
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Still I know tliat bright angels are guarding me ever ^ 
I know there is One who will never forsaJce. 

And when in death's tmlight my life star is fading, 

When down to the chill river's brink I shall come, 
When the dark angel's pinions my dim eyes arc shad 
ing, 

Ere I pass o'er that tide to my glorious home, 
Then, while tlie last ray of my spirit is beaming, 

And lingers a while its last earth look to talie, 
While I see in the distance the golden hai-ps gleam- 
ing. 

O whisper onee more, " I will never forsake." 



H 



ABITS ai*c soon assumed, but when we strive 
To, strip tliem off, 'tis being flayed alive. 



YOUNG man, you think that you can never be- 
come so lost to the right and the true. Alas ! 
so once Uiought nine- tenths of the very men who 
now hold that a good bargain justifies any conduct. 
Remember that avarice is a root full of life, and that 
it will grow unless eradicated at once. I beg you, 
tiierefore, to place a just estimate on money, and 
nothing more ; and when the tempter shows you 
how it can be gotten by lying, cheating, or perfidy, 
look him steadily in. the eye, and ask, "How much 
must J give for it?" How much of my manhood. 
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my self-respect ? How many scorpion stings must 
1 arm my conscience with ? How many tliorns 
must I plant in my dying pillow? How many of 
tlie attributes of God must I array against myself? 
How much moral blindness must I bring upon 
myself? 

J?™. G. C. Bald^m«. 

I WOULD give more for one poor woman, whose 
poverty only makes her laugh and sing; who is 
contented with her humble lot; who bears her bur- 
dens with cheerfulness ; who is patient when troubles 
come upon her; who loves every one, and who, 
with a kind and genial spirit, goes about doing good, 
than for all the dissertations on the doctrines of 
Christianity that could be written, as a means of 
preventing infidelity. I have seen one such woman, 
who was worth more than the whole diurch to which 
she belonged and its minister put together; and I 
was the minister, and my dmrch was the church ! 
She lived over a cooper-shop. The floor of hei 
apartment was so rude and open that you could sit 
there and see what the men were doing below. She 
had a sort of a fiend for a husband — a rough, brutal 
sliipmaster. She was universally called "Mother." 
She literally, night and day, went about doing good 
I do not suppose all the ministers in the town wliere 
she lived carried consolation to so many hearts as 
she did. If a person was sick or dying, tie people 
in die neighborhood did not think of sending for any 
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one else hiilf so soon as for her, I tell you, tliere 
was not much chance for an infidel to make head- 
way there. If J wanted to convince a man of the 
reality of Christianity, I said nothing about historic 

evidence: I said, "Don't you believe Mother 

is a Christian ? " and that would silence him. IVhere 
there is a whole church made up of sucli Chris- 
tians as she was, infidelity cannot thrive. You need 
not be afi-aid of its making its way into sucli a 
church. The word of God stands sure under such 
circumstances, so that notliing can successfully rise 
against it. 



WE siiould display die best traits of character 
at home. It is the place where the real 
character is displayed. This world is a masquerade. 
When in' society, the best of men are conscious of 
restraint They measure their words, guard theii- 
actions, watch their spirit. Witliont intentional hy- 
pocrisy, they do not always act out themselves. The 
proud assume an air of humility; the ambitious ap- 
pear contented; the passionate seem calm; the petu- 
lant patient, the selfish liberal, the austere gentle and 
yielding. But at home the true man is seen, and tlie 
woman too. The motive for disguise has ceased to 
operate; then the "holy are holy and the filthy are 
filthy." The polished man in society is at home tiie 
uncouth husband and the rough father ; llie sweet 
y in society is the brawling wife 
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and scolding mother in the midst of her family; 
the amiable brother aud gentle sister abroad are at 
home disagreeable and unkind to each other. Bat 
there are diose who appear to best advantage at 
home. Careless about die empty plaudits of others, 
they are liappiest when surrounded by those they 
love best. Tlun they shine as stars of the first 
magnitude, while in the promiscuous assemblage 
tlieir cahn, steady light is lost in the dazzle of 
fasliion. 



IF a child is in a foreign land, and he receives in- 
telligence that some relative has died and left 
him great treasures, how he hies back to his native 
country ! And what does he care for the danger, 
or sickness, or discomfort of the voyage ? He is on 
his way home, and the more he is withstood, tlie 
more he presses forward. We are on our journey 
home. Our Father's house awaits oiu^ coming. Its 
honors, amenities, and dear dehghts are ours. And 
not one thing withstands us tliat we may not over- 
come. 



IT takes us mudi tune to create light : we must 
form companies and erect machineiies before 
we can turn the night of our great cities into a par- 
tial day ; but to-morrow morning, however black the 
previous night may have been, die great Father of 
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Lights will illuminate our whole nation in a few min- 
utes, and make eiiJi wa\e of the SLa and each dew 
drop of the lawn to gleam v; ith silvery sheen God 
has but to bid the sun iccomplish his course, and 
the world is lit up and the bhadowa flee away How 
perfectly the work is done i The illumination ib un 
rivalled in lavish |,lory All orir meina of eiilight 
ennient are poor v,\u.\-i compared with the sunlight, 
and so scant that we must needs measure its cubic 
feet, and dole it out for gold, while the Lord pours 
Ills infinitely superior illumination in measureless 
oceans over hill and dale, field and city, gladdening 
the cottage as well as the palace, and burnishing Ihe 
beetle's wing as well as the eagles pimon E\en 
thus our heavenly Father can readil) enough turn 
the deepest sorrows of his people into the sublimest 
joys, and he needs not to vex the sons of men with 
labor in order to achieve his purpose of pity, his 
own right hand, his own graciou!. spmt, cin pour 
forth a fulness of consolation in a moment 

J!e!,, S. 11. S^argson. 

YOU may have noticed a school of fish playing 
close to the shore, till suddenly, when the 
shallows perplexed and frightened them, they turned 
as \yj one impulse and glided swiftly out into the 
depths. That was the thought of death to them. 
What to us is a solid bank, is to them a mist, a void, 
a breathless nothingness, a chasmal end. So to 
those who live an earthly and sensuous life, God's 
12 
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beach of all immensity, God's bank of everlasting 
truth, is but the touch of doom — the article of death. 
They know no God there. Tliey See shuddering 
away, and die at last. 



THERE is weeping on earth for the lost! 
There is bowing in grief to the ground I 
But rejoicing and praise 'inid the sanctified host, 

For a spirit in Paradise found I 
Though brightness liath passed from the eartli, 

Yet a star is new-born in the sky. 
And a sou! hath gone home to the land of its bivth, 

Where are pleasures and fulness of joy ! 
And a new harp is strung, and a new song is given 
To tlie breezes that float o'er tlie gai-dens of heaven. 



THAT whicli produces faith comes from abroad, 
though faith itself be an act of the mind. I 
believe there is such a land as Spain, though I have 
never seen it; but geographers write of it, histori- 
ans tell of it, and travellers have described it, and 
the telegraphic reports bring me tidings from it. I 
believe there is such a country; but the tidings from 
without must come to me as the foundation of my 
faith. The realm of faith lies outside of \ay senses 
and my observation. " Faith cometh by hearing : " 
it is that which lies away from me. It may be the 
visible that I have not seen, or it may be the invisi- 
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ble ; it may be tlie past of thousands of years ago 
or the past of yesterday; it may be the future of 
ages to come, or tlie future of to-moiiovv. All tliese 
alike are the subjects of faith. 



THE human mind is a kingdom of powers 01 
faculties which are very different one from an- 
other, but which may be made perfectly to harmonize. 
When tiiey are influenced aright, they, like the in- 
struments of a band of music, blend and enricli 
each other; bnt when diey disagree, diey clash, and, 
as with aa ill-assorted orchestra, though eacli instru- 
ment be good, die whole effect is discordant and 
detestable. 



A JUST God ; look that out in the Gospel diction- 
ary, and you will find it means a Saviour. 
Heaven is no longer a fortress to be besieged, a city 
to be taken, a high, impregnable elevation to be 
scaled ; it is the grand metropolis of the universe, 
to whicli die King, in his bounty, has tlirown up a 
;:oyal high-road for his people, even through the blood 
of his Son. 



MANY a man has his convictions without ever 
knowing what they are, as we pass famous 
places on the road and afterward inquire for them. 
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Has them in his low spirits. Has them in his soft- 
ened feelings. Has them in his unusual stirs. lias 
them in his dreams ; and lets them pass as strange 
sentiments while he waits for them to come. 

H. S. CaT^enier. 



AS exercise quickens tlie pulse ind diffuses i 
healthful glow over the phyaiLil bjbtLm, so 
acts of religious duty increase our Christnn \ita!it/, 
and develop within us that fervency of spmt wliith 
enables us to serve God all the more acceptably m 
proportion to our usefulness to our fellow men Mere 
theory in religion, however ortliodox, avails httle 
without corresponding practice. Hence, many m 
the Church become weak and effeminate. Wliat 
they need is to exercise themselves into godliness, 
and to bring fortli Oie fruits of holy living. 



I GRANT that you may take Christian duties in 
detail, and make them look contemptible. I 
grant that there are some Christians who beggar 
tlieir souls, and rob themselves of all spiritual com- 
fort by this process. As an old pastor, I have found 
them in the chnrch over which I have liad to watch : 
they were good, upright, moral men. When I have 
sought to bring them to the prayer-meeting, they 
had not time to go there, but they " loved the 
church." When I wanted a teacher in the Sabbatli- 
school, they could not serve me, but they "loved the 
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church." When I wanted aid to plant r 
they could not heli) rae, but they hoped that Chris- 
tianity would conquer the world. It is an easy 
matter for Christians to destroy all their vitality 
and religious power by neglecting certain religious 
duties. 



WHILE the storm was fiercely blowing, 
While tlie sea was wildly flowing, 
Angiy wind and angry billow 
Only rocked the Saviour's pillow : 
Jesus slept. 

But when sudden grief was rending 
Human hearts, in sorrow bending; 
When he saw the sisters weeping 
Where the brother's form was sleeping, 
"Jesus wept." 

GO to that fifth floor, and look upon tliat poor 
wretcli, hungry, thin, cadaverous, a mere skel- 
eton, hardly able to raise himself from the floor, but 
on the wall yonder is spread out a canvas. He rests 
a little, and dien, staggering, he goes to his work and 
adds a few more strokes of tlie brush, and dien he 
rests a little. So the hours pass, till by and by tlie 
painting is finished. The artist is dead, and France 
to-day would not take a diousand millions for that 
representation of the struggle for their nationality. 
13* 
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Just in. the next room is another pauper, as 
as hungry, as helpless. He dies, and t!iey 



He had no idea, no purpose, no aim. Tliis man has 
a gift of inspiration : he takes hold of some infinite 
tiling, and God swings him Into the eyes of men, and 
makes him ecjual to the demand.. The other is 
without it, dies like a sheep, and is forgotten. So 
God will take ns if we will enter into this work that 
is before us ; he will breathe upon us, aiid multiply 
our strength, and send us out to curtain and inevita- 
ble victory. 



IF we look into the deep interior wants of human 
nature, we find there a craving for repose, and 
that natural craving is met by God's merciful provis- 
ion of tlie Sabbatli. Tlie Creator made it, — not for 
Jews Eilone, or for Christians, but " for man." To 
his tired and care-ridden cliildren oar Heavenly 
Father seems to say, at the end of every week of 
toil, " Come ye into a retired place for a little, and 
rest a while." To the industrious mechanic he says, 
" Lay aside your tools, and rest ; let the body be 
relieved of its load, and let the sonl go out and feed 
in my spiritual pastures." To the overwrought stu- 
dent, and the professional thinker, the kind injunc- 
tion is, " Put away your books and your pen, and rest 
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awhile." The tasked brain requires repose. The 
soul aeeds die elevation and the sanctifying influence 
which worship and close contact with God are sure 
to bring. Every maji, woman, and child requires a 
Sabbath, and would require it even if there was no 
eternity to prepare for. 

Rev. Tkco. L. Ciiirhr. 

WHEN Wesley begun, he commenced without 
means, but he said, "This ought to be 
done." He laid the foundation, and God helped him 
to raise the superstructure. Many of you, doubtless, 
have heard the incident related of him when endeav- 
oring to found an orphan-school at Newcastle-upon- 
Tyne. He had his plans arranged and his workmen 
engaged, and be was going to leave. They desired 
one hundred pounds for materials to commence the 
work, but Wesley had not tlie money. His plans 
were all laid and tlie time fixed for leaving, but 
where would die money corae from P just as he 
was about to leave, a Quaker called upon him and 
said, "John, I had a strange dream about thee last 
night ; I thought I saw thee widi a parcel of little 
lambs in a storm, and thee was trying to shelter 
thera and had no place. I woke up and fliought of 
thy orphan-house, and here is my check for one hun- 
dred pounds." This was just the sum that was 
wanted. God intended tliat tiie poor children should 
be taken care of; so that he put into Wcslc/s mind 
tiie purpose to go forward, and placed In Uic old 
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Quaker's pocket the money and the heart to give it. 
God works by diverse agencies : we little know what 
he is doing in the world. He is patting a thought 
into this heait and a thought Into that heart. His 
work is like a grand mosaic picture. Here and there 
are stones of different colors and sliadings, and 
they are scattered all over the earth. There is no 
picture about it, but God's Spirit takes hold of the 
colors and the shadings, and works, by and by, a 
beautiful picture. God saw it all, but we could not 
see it. Faith takes hold of it, saying, " It is God's 
will it should be done." All the great works of eaith 
have been done by faith. The churches planted, 
the institutions raised, the great universities founded, 
the lights that shine in the world and are drawing 
men toward Christ, are the works of faith, 

A BOY slips from a load of hay, and the lather 
springs down and seizes the wheel without 
thinking, and his son is pulled out, yet it was four 
times as much as he could lift at any other time. 
Somehow, in nature Goc' does so multiply us that 
when we undertake it seems that nothing is impossi- 
ble. Yonder in the vail ?y of Switzerland the peas- 
antry are out for a holiday. They are playing sim- 
ple, rustic games, and the children on the bank are 
swinging themselves. The eagle soars above them, 
circling round and round, till by and by it darts hke 
an arrow, seizes tlie little one, and flies away to its 
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eyry yonder on the mountain. They all look 
and wonder and cry ; but the modier, somehow, 
darts on up the mountain, on above the hunter's 
path, up above the track of tlie wild chamois, setting 
JH the very clouds and storms, where eternal winter 
sits and shivers. She seizes and rescues her little 
one. There is tlie opening opportunity blest by the 
benediction of Him who makes all men stick to the 
work that is put upon tliem. 

Just yondei, m a burmng buildmg lyht up under 
the tremblmg rafters, is a child asLep The fd.ther 
(you ma} ha\e seen liini) rush-^s up through siU and 
sash and blinds, until he swings himself mto the 
window and lescues the httle one Tell me whence 
that numbnesb of nerie that did not heed the red 
hot bar, and whence tliat superhuman strength thit 
carried him to that dizzj height ? It was a bare 
purpose, suppoited and sustained bj Him who has 
said, " My stiength is sufticient for thee bo when 
God opens a d jor for us, he w juld hai e us go in 
and enter upon the work. 



WE honor the kindly spirit wliich, on the birth- 
day of the year, prepares a liberal enter- 
tainment. We honor the hospitality which flings 
wide the door to all who wish to come in and enjoy 
it. But tlie well-furnished markets and groceries of 
every town have an ample store of "creature-com- 
forts," without drawing upon the liquor-cellars and 
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wine- vaults. There are many drinks both palatable 
and proper that never cause redness of the eyes, or 
tidckness of speech, or delirium of tiie brain. Under 
their influence, young men do not reel on the side- 
walks, or mistake the door-plates of their friends, or 
venture on silly impertinences toward the ladles who 
entertain them. Under their influence nobody s son 
is carried home drunk to sliame and rend a parent's 
heart 

JTw. T!^a. L. Cityler 



MAN" first learned song in Paradise, 
From the bright angels o'er him singing 
And in our home above die skies, 

Glad anthems are forever ringing. 
God lends his ear, well pleased, to hear 

The songs that cheer his children's sorrow, 
Till day shall brealc, and we shall walie 
Where love shall make unfading morrow. 



1 ; 



"'HE poor ye have with you always," said the 
. Master. " Not if we can help it. Lord," 
cry out the worshippers in a thousand gorgeous tem- 
ples. " We intend to keep the poor by diemselves. 
We don't think they would feel at home in oui gay 
assemblies ; and we have no thought of laying aside 
any of our magnificence for the sake of doing them 
good." 
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OFTEN have the two or three praying passen- 
gers in a ship been regarded with ridicule 
when they daily met for supplication beneath blue 
skies, when the ship was wafted by a favorable 
breeze; and often, when the clouds have gathered, 
'and the wind has risen, and the waves have mounted 
high, and the vessel has been in peril — often have 
those who ridiculed been then the loudest in their 
appeals for mercy. And often those who in health 
have argued against prayer, in sickness and the pros- 
pect of death have called earnestly on God. 



THE steps of Faith 
Fall on the seeming void, and find 
The rock beneath. 



C~* OD had one son without sin, but lie never 
J" had a son without chastisment. He who al- 
ways did his Father's will, yet had to suffer. Courage, 
my heait, couragel for if Jesus suffered — if that 
pang which tears thy heart first was felt by him, thou 
mayest be of good cheer indeed. 

.S. //. S/mrgtoa. 

A FRIEND who is with me has been telling me 
of a class of little boys he teaches at Philadel- 
phia, on Sunday nights. One evening a newspaper 
boy met him in the street, and said, , " O captain, 
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I'm mighty glad to see ye There'" fnor Billy: 
he's so badly, and so wai ts to &ee > M\ friend 

went with tJie little boj and found P Ih I)ug on 
some rags in the comer of a niLtchcd loora ^ery, 
very ill. Billy was so delighted when the captain 
went in! Tiae room wis dart and Eilly with a 
feeble voice, said, " I' se here, captain — I'm mighty 
glad to see ye." My friend was filled with pity for 
him, and asked if lie could send him a nurse, or 
some medicine, or some nice food. " No, captain ; 
it wasn't that I wanted ye for. I wanted to ax ye 
two questions. The fii-st is, did you tell us die other 
night as how Jesus Clirist died for every feller i"' — 
" Yes, I did ; for Jesus Christ tasted deatli for every 
man." Billy then said, " I thought so. Now I've 
another question. Did you tell us as how Jesus 
Christ saves every feller diat axes him ?" — " Yes," 
■ said my friend ; "for every one that asketh receiv- 
eth." Billy replied with a very feeble but happy 
voice, " Then I know that he saves me, because J 
axes him." My friend paused to wipe away the 
tears tliat gushed from his eyes, and then bent down 
to speak to die boy. But Eill/s head had dropped 
back on his pillow of rags, and his happy spirit had 
gone to Jesus. 



m HaU 



Y 



OU can take a dead leaf, or a dead log, or a 

dead body, and trace its dissolution. You 

burn it; then science will tell you how much 
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gas was given to the air, how much eartlily matter 
to the sod. The soul leaves no niins and no ashes. 
Death is not, therefore, the soul's decay, but tiie 
soul's departure. 



WITH Faith our guide. 
White-robed and innocent, to lead the 
Why fear to plunge in Jordan's rolling tide. 
And find the ocean of eternal day? 



HOW many now hymning their praises in 
heaven, or still watering tlieir couch with 
tears on earth, will alike testify, that until God smote 
the earthly idol, or broke the human staff, or dried 
up die creature spring, Jesus was to them as an un- 
known Sdviour af.d Friend. 



THE deepest affection in the believing heai't will 
always be the love of Jesus. The love of 
home, the love of friends, the love of letters, the 
love of rest, the love of travel, and all else, Eire con- 
tracted by the side of this master passion. " A little 
deeper," said one of the vetei'ans of the first Napole- 
on's old guard, when they were probing in his bosom 
for a bullet that had mortally wounded him, and 
he tliought they were getting somewhere in the re- 
gion of the heart, — "A httle deeper and you will 
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fmd the Emperor." Engraven in the Christiiin's 
heart, deeper than all other love of home or friends, 
whh an ineffaceable impression, tliat nothing can 
erase, you find tlie loved name of Jesus. 



THE ]Dath of sorroiv, and that path alone, 
I.eads to the land where sorrow is uiiknowri ; 
No traveller ever reaches that blessed abode 
Who found not thorns and briers on the road. 



A DAY is coming when wc shall be compelled to 
leave the homes of earth, however endeared. 
We must embrace for the last time the friends united 
to us as our own souls. Though we liave travelled 
along the road many a year together, we must now 
separate, and go on alone. They may accompany 
us to the river side, but we must cross it by our- 
selves. What cheering voice will then greet us ? 
What kind roof will receive us then? What loving 
friend will welcome us then. 



GOD wrote die law of tlic Sabbath on man's 
nature. No law of health is more clear and 
imperative. The body demands a respite from toil 
through full four and twenty hours in every seven 
days ; even the beast of the field mutely asks for tlie 
fourth commandment. The very proportion of time 
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that is required for Sabbath relief has been fixed by 
that All-wise Creator who made the Sabbath for his 
earthly children. That time cannot be safely altered 
by a moment. In tlie mad era of her revoltitiou, in 
fidel France decreed that one day in ten should be a 
legal day of exemption from work. But medical men 
pronounced that the change was hurtful, and that 
the allotted time for rest was insufficient. God was 
wiser than infidelity or mammon. 

EACH, cloud that dims thy upward way 
Shall more endear the glorious day 
That gilds the land of love ! 



I NOTICED in a shop window last week, a little 
invention of singular interest. A small metal 
wire, with a circular disk at each end, was suspended 
by a thread, and continued without ceasing to oscil- 
late between two small galvanic batteries, first touch- 
ing one and then the other. A little card informed 
1^, that this piece of metal had continued to move 
to and fro between those two batteries for more than 
thirty years, and had during diat time passed over 
six thousand miles. The whole affair was so in- 
closed witliin a glass case that nothing was likely to 1 
disturb it, and so it kept d^e even tenor of its way 
with a history which could be summed up in two 
lines of plainest prose. To and fro, to and fro, foi 
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thirty years, and that was its whole monotonous hia- 
tory. Men's quiet lives are much after the same 
order: they have gone to business on Monday mor- 
ning and home at night, the same on Tuesday and 
all the days of the year; no dire struggles, no fierce 
temptations, no gracious victories, no divine experi- 
ences of heavenly love; their whole inner life mea- 
gre of interest, because so free from every trial. 
But look at the man who is subject to trials, tempo- 
ral and spiritual, a.nd acquainted with difficulties of 
every sort! He is like yon mass of iron on the prow 
of a gallant bark which has ciossed the Pacific, and 
badied itself in the Atlantic; storms have dashed 
upon it, a myriad of waves have broken over it ; it 
has Been the terrors of all the seas, and gleamed 
in the sunlight of botir hemispheres. It has served its 
age most gloriously, and when old and worn with 
rust, a world of interest surrounds it. 

Rsv. S. H. Spurgesa. 

HEARERS who sit under the ministrations of 
the truth without the Spirit, may be likened 
to a man standing upon the brow of a hill which 
commands the prospect of an extensive landscape. 
The varied beauties of flood and of field are before 
him ; nature is clad in her richest livery ; there is 
every variety calculated to interest and to inspire ; 
rugged rocks frown as if they would keep sentinel 
over the sleeping valley ; the earth yields her in- 
crease, the crystal streamlet leaps merrily along, im- 
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pressions of the beautiful art; everywhere visible. 
Tiiere is just one drawback to the picture, and tiiat 
one drawbadi is, that the man who stands upon the 
summit of the hill is blind. Tliat is precisely tlie 
state of tlie case in reference to truth in the Bible. 
It is there in all its grandeur, but the man has no 
eyes to see it. 



WHO can look on the earth, 
And view the vaiied beauty, and the bloom 
That lingers still, with Eden loveliness, 
Upon the mountain top and on the plain. 
And say. There is no God? 



I STOOD by the bedside of a dying Christi?fl 
mother. There sat her three little daugh'ers 
and the husband weeping. They all knew she wjuld 
die. She had given eacli of them a little meiiiento 
and her word of blessing. They had prom'.sed to 
meet her in heaven. She sunk away; her eyes be- 
came elevated, and she ceased to breathe or to stir. 
After a little time she started, looked around the 
room, and with an expression of evident surprise, 
said, "I have come back again; I was almost there; 
I thought I should see Jesus in a moment. Oh i 
what brightness ! Oh ! what beauty I saw 1 " And 
then she began to speak of some who had gone be- 
fore, and began to look to see if slie could find them. 
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She said, smilingly, "It did not seem like dying ; it 
seemed to me like going away from this poor sick 
body to be forever with Jesus." 



EVERY man oitglit to strive to draw lessons 
from what he sees and hears. Like the bee 
gathering honey from the flowers, we should gather 
wisdom from all whioJi the mind can light on. And 
God has made the world so that this is possible. One 
who observes thoughtfully will find emblems all 
around him. Just as a mirror gives back your image, 
so all material things, the cloud and tree and leaf, 
the floating atom and the revolving world, give back 
a spiritual meaiiing, and speak to us in parables. 
The sun -^ it is an emblem of the great Son of 
.Righteousness. The rode — it is the emblem of 
God's eternity. The withered leaf — it is an emblem 
of human hope when sin has blighted it. The dying 
year — it speaks as a premonitor of departing life. 
The ripe harvest — it is a waving parable to teach 
men tliat what a man sows, that shall he also reap, 
and that rich beyond thought is the final reward of 
him who sows seed for the harvest of heaven. 



HAVE you heard any unbeliever on his dying 
bed send out for his fellow-doubters or fellow- 
deniers, to hsten to his final confession of lies, or to 
pillow his head in the sinking moment ? Have you 
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seen them gathei'iug around their comrade, and try- 
ing to pluck the dart from the stricken deer ? On 
the other hand, how often have we stood by the bed 
of death, when the tranquil believer has said, " See 
m wliat peace a Christian can die ! " 



THE bodily man — at first infantile, then youth- 
ful, tlien fully developed, then feeble and 
6ending under the weight of years — presents a spec- 
tacle which, though familiar, is neverdieless to the 
eye of contemplation most impressive. We are 
never children but once, and never men but once. 
We quit eadi stage of life to meet it no more forever. 
That which time develops and matures, time as cer- 
tainly destroys. It ripens and blasts with equal 
power. Man's body is in fact a clock. Looking 
upon its' dial-plate, he can tell the time of day in the 
journey of life. Those gray hairs point to the eve- 
ning. Those feeble steps suggest a sunset. That 
constantly increasing descent from the altitude of 
bodily perfection warns the traveller that tlie grave 
will soon conceal him from mortal sight 

R^T,. S. T. Spiar. 

ACHAMOIS-hunter of Chamouni, crossing the 
Mer de Glace, endeavored to leap across one 
of the enormous crevasses or fissures by which the 
ice-ocean is in many places rent. He missed his 
footing and fell in, but was able, by extending his 
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arms, to moderate h p i 
thus reached the b 
without fracture of 1 mb B 
hopeless. Hecoild o s 1 
his crystal prison, d a 
must be frozen to d th ? 
VLishing below the down 
He followed this, th only p beph Son ns 
he had to bend lov h nar o un 1 o etm es 
he waded, sonietin 1 So dd n Al ghle 
reached a vaulted hamhe f om wh 1 lb no v 
ble outlet. The watci whn,h tilled it daiUy heaved. 
Retreat was impossible ; delay was death. So, com- 
mending himself to the help of God, he plunged 
down into the centre of the gurgling pool. Then 
followed a moment or two of darkness, tumult, and 
terror ; then he was thrown up amidst the flowers, 
and the hay-fields, and the merry songs of the vale 
of Chamouni. 

Wiiether fact or fable, this narrative will illustrate 
our theme. Our path may be often dark and dan- 
gerous. Escape may seem impossible. Death may 
put on its most appalling fonn. But, uttering our 
watciiword, "Jehovah Jireh," let us still advance. 
Even if we see no light beyond, let us plunge into the 
darkness. It will be darkness for a moment only. 
Then we shall be ushered into tiiat world of light and 
bliss, where we shall prove, in the fullest sense, that 
eye hath not seen, nor ear heard, nor hath it entered 
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into tLe heart to conceive, the things which God 
had provided for those who love him. 



"Wh«n llfo sinks apace, and dealhis m vie 
The word of HU grace shatt comfort us ll 
Ko fearing or doubling, with Christ by oii 



FAITH builds a bridge across the gulf of death. 
To break the shock blind nature cannot slmn 
And lands thought smoothly on the further shore. 



'*"\1 7"HrLE He affords His aid, 

V V I cannot yield to fear : 
Though I should walk throngb Deatli's dark shade, 
My Shepherd's with me there." 

WHY did our Father cause flowers to bloom 
over so large a portion of the earth ? They 
are not food, they give no shelter, they furnish no 
clothing, they are of no absolute use, in the common 
meaning of the term. Wherefore, then, did the earth 
by his command bring forth flowers ? To beautify 
it, to enliven it, to fling a gladness and brightness 
over the world! What flowers are to the earth, acts 
of kindness, of courtesy, of hospitality, are to men. 
How often a gentle tone, a kind look, an act of un- 
ostentatious politeness, a generous hospitality, has 
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.re worn. soi. 
with joy, ! 



filled a careworn soul with peace, a strickei 
with joy, a smitten spirit with gladness ! 






FOR nothing more destroys the happiness around 
about men than a bad temper. It is in die 
power of one person in a family to keep tliat family 
in smoke all the day long. 



A MAN tliat be^ns to drink to relieve disagree- 
able sensation, or because he wants to take 
into his stomach sometliing tliat is wai'ming and ex- 
hilarating, is putting a serpent into his bosom. 
Coiled and frozen, it may be ; but he does not 
know how soon it will thaw out, and lift itself up and 
strike him dead. It is not safe to form the habit of 
using intoxicating drinks. If it were necessary, it 
still would be dangerous ; but, since it is utterly un 
necessary, yea, since it is positively unwholesome, 
what motive should impel a young man to form such 
a habit ? What should impel a young man to form 
a habit against his own interest? What should im- 
pel a young man to form a habit that tlireatens at 
every moment to lance him with a poison lance ? 



IF a stone be dirown into a lake, you cannot tell 
where the wave will first strike, but it will strike 
somewhere, and wherever it strikes, you that threw 
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the pcbbie, threw the wave. The master of the bad 
character is the owner of the evil. The evil may 
have spread tiE it is grooving up in Cliina, while the 
mail liimself may be in England or America; but it 
is all the same as if we were there on the spot, to see 
and know its progress. It as surely comes back to 
him, as lies come home to roost. 

Jisv. H. T. Chee^r 



T 



O be good is to be hap]iy ; angc:!s 
Are happier than men, because they're better. 



IF a hundred persons are shut up in a dungeon, 
and a messenger announces good news to every 
one of them, would it not seem a strange mockery 
to ninety of them if freedom were possible only to 
ten? 

Indeed, unless there is a Christ for every one, the 
gospel cannot be good news to any one. 

J!ev. mw«,a» Hail. 

A SECOND duty I commend to you is to dwell 
on tlie love of Jesus so constantly as to keep 
you tiiankful and cjieerful. A fretful, scolding, mo- 
rose "seiTant of Christ" is a disgrace to the name. 
When you encounter one cross, set over against it ten 
blessings. The more grateful you are, die more you 
have to be thankful for. In the English collieries 
the same buckets that come down full go up again to 



Hn^lcdbyGoOglc 



156 IJFE THOUGH-n. 

be filled afresh ; and, as God's bounties descend tc 
your soul, let there be a continual uprising of youi 
gratitude to him. Send up the line of buckets to be 
filled with new mercies, A servant of Jesus ough 
to be the happiest creature on the globe. 

THEK.E are angel guards above us, 
IVlio joy to nialies us glad; 
And a Father who doth love us : 
Then why should we be sad ? 

O ye in grief repining, 

■And ye with sorrow bowed ! 
"There is a silver lining 

To every sable cloud." 

FLOWERS, what are they ? They are but the 
thoughts of God solidified ; God's beautiful 
thoughts put into shape. Storms, wliat are they ? 
They are God's terrible thoughts, written out that 
man may read them. Thunders, what are they ? 
They ai^e God's powerful emotions, just opened out 
that men may hear them. The world is just the 
materializing of God's thoughts; for the world is a 
thought in God's eye. He made it first from a 
tliought that came from his own mighty mind ; and 
everything in the majestic temple that he has made 
has a meaning. 
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IN many of the large stores in our great cities you 
may see a, patent elevator, designed to convey 
the inmates of the store and otliers from one floor to 
another. Step upon the platform — it is motionless ; 
now take hold of a designated chain or rope, and 
pull. At once you find }ourself groduaUy rising, un- 
til you have reached one floor and another, and you 
ascend at length to the highest part ot the building. 
So, my friends, God has provided the means of salva- 
tion to your very hand. Even now each one of you 
stands upon the broad platfonn of redemption ; but 
it is motionless, and must remain motionless, so far 
as you are concerned, until you set in operation those 
hidden forces by wliich it alone could be moved. 
Oh ! unlock those folded arms. Oh ! reach forth 
that hand of faith and grasp the golden chain of 
mercy which God lets down from heaven. Now 
pull that golden chain by prayer and Christian eftort, 
and you shall find yourself surely and sweetly rising 
toward God and toward heaven. 



WHAT the child habituaUy sees, it will catch 
and imitate. Character and example teach 
powerfully, before language is either uttered or un- 
derstood. Before the child has learned its ABC, 
or the name of God, it has begun to learn and imi- 
tate the cliaiacter of its parents, and the language 
of the heart. If they themselves are the children of 
God, endeavoring in love, in faith, in prayer, in hope, 
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to commit their little one to Him, and train it fov 
Him, then they are sowing seed for a harvest of 
blessedness and glory. But if tliey themselves are 
neglectful of God and eternity, and living only for 
tliis world, they are teaching their child, even before 
it can understand or lisp a syllable, \he language and 
the life of irreligion. 



WHAT is this world, this great world of ours, 
but "love" spelled out large? The stars, 
if we could read them rightly, spell "love." If we 
could interpret the language of the floods, we should 
hear them whispering "love." And could we gatlier 
together all floners, and di&til their essence, and get 
an extract from them, we should find that its smell 
was "lo^e ' Every thing m dus world telleth of 
love. But would jou know the heights and depths 
and lengths and breadths of the love of God which 
passeth Ln3\\ledge, come hithi.i to the lioss. 



IN the Scnptuies many impressive images are 
drawn from tlie leaves, giass, and flowers, those 
striking monitors of human mortdity "Man," says 
the prophet Isaiah, "fades as aleaf ;" "his glorious 
beauty is a fading flower ; " he is "as an oali whose 
leaf fadeth, and as a garden that liath no water." 
In one of his most moving complaints. Job likens 
himself to " a leaf driven to and fro.'' And clie 
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Psalmist says, "As for man, his days are as grass ; 
as a flower of tiie field so he flourisheth ; for the 
wind passeth over it and it is gone ; and the place 
thereof shall know it no more." These are a few of 
the simple patlietic allusions of the Hebrew poets to 
the flower-like frailty of oitr race, and they are the 
impressive, sublime voice of inspiration. They are 
most truthful images from natural objects, forcibly 
illustrating our weakness and the common doom. 

LEAVES have their time to fall. 
And flowers to willier at the north wind's 
breath, 
And stars to set — but all. 

Thou hast all seasons for thine own, O Death ! 



A MAN whose heart is not in communion with 
God, can no more read the higher lessons of 
nature, than a man by the roadside can tell what 
message is flitting through the air, b)' gazing on the 
parallel wires of a telegraph. He must put himself in 
connection with the communicating mind. 



HAPPY the home where prayer v. 
And praise is wont to rise ; 
Where parents love the sacred word. 
And live but for the skies. 



Hn^lcdbyGoOglc 



I AM waitbg by the river, 
And my heart has waited long; 
Now I tliiiik I hear die chorus 
Of the angels' welcome song. 
Oh, I sec the dawn is breaJcing 
On die liill-tops of the blest, 
"Where the wicked cease from iroubling, 
And the weary be at rest." 

Far away beyond the shadows 

Of this weary vale of tears, 
There the tide of bliss is sweeping 

Tlirough the bright and diangeiess years. 
Oh, I long to be with Jesus, 

In the mansions of the blest, 
"Where the wicked cease from troubling, 

And the weary be at rest." 

They are launching on the river, 

From the calm and quiet shore, 
And ihey soon will bear my spirit 

Where the weaiy sigh no more ; 
For the tide is swiftly flowing. 

And I long to greet the blest, 
"Where the wicked cease from troubling, 

And the weary be at rest." 
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WHEN a iiian, driving from the meadow, sita 
ajid sings cheerily ii'pon his vast load of 
fragrant hay, how every one, looking upon him, 
thinks of his happiness and content ! But, by and 
by, at an unlucky jog, down goes the wheel, and 
over goes the load, and the man is at the bottom, 
with all the hay on him. And now he cannot halloo 
so that you can hear him. And if somebody does 
not extricate him, he will be smothered. 

Just in that way rich men are in danger of being 
smodiered. The whole wain of your prosperity may 
capsize, and the superincumbent mass may hide you 
from the air and sun of a true life. 

J!ev. H. W. Besckir. 



M 



' crown is in my heart, not on my head, 
Not decked with diamonds and Indian 
' stones, 

je seen ; my crown is called content ; 

iwn it is that seldom kings enjoy. 



THINIC gently of the erring! Oh! do not thou 
forget, 
However darkly stained by sin, he is thy brother yet ; 
Heir of the self-same heritagCj child of the self-same 

God! 
He hath but stumbled in the path thou hast in weak- 
ness trod. 
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A DROP of ardent spirits will kindle into rage 
the fire that buihs in the veins of a man given 
over to intemperance, but all the vats of a distillery 
will not satisfy nor quench it ; it grows continually 
stronger, and demands more and more. So it is 
with all our passions, which, the more we obey and 
yield to diein, the stronger they grow; and the 
stronger they grow, the more easily they are excited, 
but die more impossible to be restrained. And pre- 
cisely so is it with the blessed desire of a regenerated 
soul after holiness. Tlie stronger that grows, the 
more easily it is excited, but tlie less easily satisfied, 
until, indeed, God himself satisfies it with his own 
likeiiCES and infinite fidness in heaven. 



MUCH better faith was that of a little boy in 
one of the schools at Edinburgh, who had at- 
tended the piayer-meetings, and at iast said to his 
teacher, who conducted die prayer-meeting, "Teach- 
er, I wish my sister could be got to read the Bible ; 
she never reads it." — "Why, Johnny, should yotur sis- 
ter read the Bible ? " — " Because, if she should once 
read it, I am sure it would do her good, and she 
would be converted and be saved."—" Do you tiiink 
so, Johnny ? " — " Yes, I do, sir, and I wish die next 
time there's a prayer-meeting you would ask tlie peo- 
ple to pray for my sister, diat she may begin to read 
the Bible."— "Well, well, it shall be done, John." 
Ro the teacher gave out that alittleboy was very anx- 



Hn^lcdbyGoOglc 



LtFK ■rilOUGIITS. iGg 

ious that prayers should be offered tliat his sister 
should begin to read the Bible. John was observed 
to_get up and go out. The teadier thought it very 
unkind of the boy to disturb the people in a crowded 
room and go out, Uke that, and so the next day when 
the lad came, lie said, "John, I thought that was 
very rude of you to get up in the prayer-meeting and 
go out You ought not to have done it." — "Oh, 
sir," said the boy, " I did not mean to be iiide, but I 
thought I should just like to go home and see my 
sister reading her Bible for the first time." That is 
how we ouglit to believe, and wait with expectation 
to see the answer to prayer. The ghl was reading 
the Bible when the boy went home. God had been 
pleased to hear the prayer; and if we could but 
trust God after that fashion, we should often see sim- 
ilar things accomplished. 

WE put it to every man's sentiment that there 
is connected with places made memo- 
rable in liistory, peculiar associations and pecu- 
liar feelings. Nay more, we come to the holier 
feelings of our nature. Bereaved mother, thou who 
hast laid away in the grave the little one who was 
dear to thee, and hast in the drawers of thine own 
apartment the little trinkets, toys, and gannents 
which that little one wore, dost thou think there is 
nothing peculiar in tliem? Wouldstthou have care- 
less hands toss them about, and speak as though 
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they were of no worth, and pass tliem away for the 
veriest trifles as incumbrances ? Proud and pre- 
sumptuous son or daughter, who has followed a re- 
vered mother to the grave ! liast tiiou not some litUe 
relic, some parting gift, it may be a lock of hair, lliou 
hast laid by, — that wealth could not buy from thee ? 
and is there no holy association in it ? Oh I shame 
to the man who can so far violate the noblest feel- 
ings of man's nature as to call every thing on this 
eaith common ! And now let nie ask, if tliese places 
are sacred, is not the place where God comes sacred ? 
If the place where the Father of hib Co t y 1 ed 
and died has a sacredness, I ask jo ^ro d sco n 
fill man, not to stand uncovered in the te 1 le co e 
crated to the holy God, and speak ot 1 gl tly ti y 
reverent words. In temples where Go! na ifests 
himself, and where souls are born to glory, there is a 
sacredness, 



WHAT was there to begin with, when God 
made the world? Tliei'e was notliing; but 
nothing could not stand in God's way — it was at 
least passive. But, my brethren, in our hearts, while 
there was notliing that could help God, there was 
much diat could and did oppose liim. Our stub- 
bom wills, our deep prejudices, our ingrained love 
of iniquity, — all these, great God, opposed tliee, and 
aimed at thwarting thy designs. There was darkness 
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in the first cj'eation, but that darkness could not ob- 
struct the incoming of light. "Light bei" was the 
eternal fiat, and light was. But, O great God ! how 
often has thy voice spoken to us, and our darkness 
has refused thy light I We loved darkness ratlier 
than ligb.t, because our deeds were evil; and it was 
only when thou didst put on the garments of thine 
omnipotence, Eind come fortii in the glory of thy 
strength, that .at the last our soul yielded to thy light, 
and the abysmal darkness of our natural depravity 
made way for thy celestial radiance. Yes, great 
God ! it was great to make a world, but gicater ti^ 
create a new creature in Christ Jesus. 



OH ! spread thy wings, my soul, and fly 
Through realms of spsice, and find a spot 
Where living souls sliall never die, 
Nor weep no more, or sorrow not. 

Go speed thy way to yonder sun. 
Which sheds on all its friendly light. 

Is peace found here? is Joy begun? 
Will this dispel my sorrow's night? 

Go ask those distant stars of heaven, 

For ages rolling in their spheres — 
Is it to you this power is given. 

To give me life through endless years ? 
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Go on ! survey the watery deep, 
And ask the aspiring waters where 

Within its bounds, the soul can sleep, 
And sweetly rest from sin and care. 

Return ! rettim again to earth. 

And find some quiet, secluded spot, 

Where peace and joy can yet have birth, 
To die no more, or Languish not. 

Ah, house of clay 1 for tliee I've found 

A ]5kce to hold thy coffined clay. 
'Tis solemn, cold, low in the gx'ound, 

Wliere thou must lie till the last day, 

I3ut I, the sovi, sliall haste away 

And roam through spirit-fields above. 

And live through an eternal day j 
Forever in my Saviotii's love. 

A. I. Hohmt. 

WHEN one in danger is snatched as a brand 
from the burning, it malces all the ranks of 
heaven shout. It is a little like this world after all, 
for God has made heavenly and earthly things after 
the same pattern. Here, for example, is a family 
out in a wild region of country. They have a num- 
ber of children, and among them there is one little 
" boy more wayward tlian the rest He is told by his 
carefi-il mother " not to go out of that gate ;" hut he 
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wanders, and further and further, until by and by he 
is missed at home. His mother sends the older chil- 
dren out to call him, but tliey cannot find liim. Tiuie 
wears away, and she becomes alamied. She goes 
out, and with such a voice as only a mother possess, 
es she calls her child. There is no answer; she 
sends to the field for her husband and the elder chil- 
dren ; night comes on ; they come and send for the 
neighbors, who light their torches, form tiieniselves 
into a sort of cordon, and go forth after the little 
wanderer. They sweep the woods ; the stars come 
out, the night deepens, the morning dawns, and still 
the child is not found. There sits the poor motJier 
at home, witli her face buried in her liands, and those 
hands all wet with her weeping. The next day, 
about three o'clock (I am only telling you a true 
story), a man picks cp a little shoe out of the mud 
in a swamp, ilere is the track, and on and on he 
goes, till he comes to the little fellow sitting down in 
a puddle of water, with his hair and clothes nearly 
torn from his body. Looking up, he says, "Good 
man, won't you take away these woods and let me 
see my mother ? " That man puts the found lamb 
on his slioulders and brings it back. How careful 
they are in breaking the news I They first commu- 
nicate it to the children and father, and then deli- 
cately to the modier. " The child is found." Will 
you tell me, when tliat little fellow comes home with 
his liair almost torn out of his head, does she go to 
the other children, to Johitny, Willie, and Maiy, who 
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had remained at home, and llirow her arms about 
them? No : she forgets them, and does not remem- 
ber any child in the world, for the time being, but 
Uie one who was lost It is upon him she pours her 
kisses and drops her scalding tearn. It will take he: 
nearly a lifetime to persuade heraelf that she does 
not love him better than the rest, just because he had 
been in sucli danger. 



RELIGION. 

IN sorrow, joy, 
In conflict, peace, 
And comfort in affliction's hour. 

Its trust in him 

Whose strength can bring 
Freedom from the tempter's power ; 

And lile the sun. 

In the horizon, 
As it drives away the shades of night ; 

So the grave shall be 

From darkness free, 
Illumined ■« uh a gloiious light ; 

And on die other side 

Of the siielhng tide, 
The pearly gates shall open wide ; 

And we shall be 

Like hiin n e see 
Happy throujjh all eternity. 
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WHY sliould I be enamoured of virtue, if I am 
to be banished from God's presence? Do 
not tell me of the warnings, for it is only prophesy- 
ing to me beforehand what I am to meet. Do not 
tell me of the promises ; you only mock ray misery. 
I do not want the gates of pearl shown to me from 
afar, if I cannot enter. I do not want the Son of 
God revealed to me in his gloiy and in his love, if I 
am to be banished from his presence for evermore 
because I have sinned. First of all, atonement and 
forgiveness for the past, and then everything else ; 
but until then, nothing. So Christ comes to bring 
atonement, and offer us a ground of justification and 
forgiveness, and he does it in his death. 



WHAT would be thought of a man who was 
ashamed to own his country, nor would take 
up even speech in her defence among strangers, in a 
foreign land ? It is when broad sesis part «s from 
our native shores, that the love of country burns 
strongest. Her songs sound sweetest in the exile's 
ear. Those faults of hers we lay bare at home, we 
conceal abroad; and, hke dutiful sons, try to cast a 
mantle on her shame — hiding it from the eyes of 
aliens. We are not ashamed of our country; yet, 
alas ! how many seem ashamed of their religion and 
llieir God? 
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THIS world's a dream, an empty show; tiiere ia 
nothing lasting beneatli the stars; everytliing 
of seeming joy soon palls upon die mind Talie to 
study, and i-ansack all the learned tomes, and your 
mind will soon be satiated with knowledge. Take 
to travel, and behold the fairest realms, climb the 
summits of die Alps, or tiaverse the valleys with all 
their picturesque beauty, and you will soon say, "I 
have exhausted all ; I know it ; I am weary of it." 
FoOow what pursuit you will, like Solomon, you may 
get to yourself gardens and palaces, singing men and 
sin^ng women ; or, you may, if your folly be .great 
enough, give yourself to wine ; or, if you will, addict 
yourself to commerce ; but of the whole you will say 
ere long, "Vanity of vanities, all is vanity." The 
world is but a mirage ; it melts, it disappears as 
the traveller passes on, and mocks his thiret with 
the deceptive image of the true. But, beloved, the 
spiritual life is not so. There is a freshness, a vi- 
vacity, a force, an energy, a power about it that never 
grows stale. He tliat prayed yesterday witii joy, 
shall pray in fifty years' lime, if he be on earth, with 
the self-same delight. He that loves his MaJser, and 
feels his heart beat high at the mention of the name 
of Jesus, shaD find as much transport in that name, 
if he lives to the age of Metliuseiali, as he doth now. 
Year by year its sweets grow sweeter, its lights grow 
brighter, its novelties grow fresher, its joys more joy- 
ous, and its exliilaratioos more intense. 
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I LOATHE to hear a believer say, "Well, \t 
I am but just saved, that is enougli for nic; if I 
inay just get in behind the door in heaven, I sliall be 
content." So you will, my dear brotlier, but you 
ought not to talk in that way. Your business 
is to sliow forth as much of Christ to his Glory 
as you possibly can. Wliat ! are you so selfish that 
if you can creep into heaven that will content you? 
I would like to carry my Master a whole casket oi 
jewels in my bosom ; I would fain say to him, " Here 
am I and the diildren whom thou hast given me." I 
would desire to die with die sweet satisfaction, "I 
have finished my course, I have kept the faith ; hence- 
fordi there is laid up for me a crown of life that fadelli 
not away." 

-?«-. C. H. Sjiurgeon. 



A TREASURE! So men speak of the child 
who, like a beautiful flower wiOi a worm at its 
root, may droop and die ; of fame won on a stage, 
where the spectators who applaud to-night may Hss 
to-morrow ; of riches tiiat, lilce scared wild-fowl on 
the reedy raai^n of a lake, take to themselves wings 
and fly away. But how much worthier the name the 
Friend who never leaves us ; health that sickens not, 
and hfe that dies not; love that never cools, and 
glory that never fades; a peace that ti-oubles may 
disturb, but do not destroy — being to it but the rag- 
ing tempest tliat shakes the arms of a tree which it 
cannot uproot; the swelling, foaming, angry billows 
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that toss the bark, whidi, securely anchored, they 
cannot part from its moorings nor dash on the surf 
beaten shore ! 



" '\'S /HAT is he worth?" is probably the most 
V » frequent interrogatory that one of our 
countrymen is prone to make in regard to any other. 
No inquiry in relation to personal appearance, or 
place of residence, to mental qualities or moral char- 
acter, is quite so current as the hourly question, 
" How mudi is he worth ? " 

If it were used in its full significance, this would 
be the most pregnant, the most just, and the most 
comprehensive question that could be propounded 
in regard to any immortal being. When asked in 
the ordinary way it simply means. How large are 
his estates? how much gold has lie in his bank- 
vaults ? And the ordinaiy answer would be, "The 
man is worth an hundred thousand, or a half-mil- 
lion." Then we can only say that he will have an 
hundred thousand, or half a million of dollars to ac- 
count for at the bar of God. Tlien will he be either 
the happy reaper of immortal joys when every well- 
employed dollar shall nod like a golden ear in the 
full sheaf of his heavenly harvest ; or else must he 
meet a half-million of scorpions to torment his soul 
through his dreary eternity of despair. Is a man 
wortii uncounted thousands in bulhon or bank -stock, 
in real estate or rare commodities? Then he ought 
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to be worth a vast deal to the community in which 
he lives, and to the church of Jesus Christ, He 
ought to be worth— bread to the hungry- — schooling 
to the ignorant — hbraries to those wliose souls are 
larger than their purse — Bibles to the unevangel- 
ized — and mission-schools to the heathen children 
at our doors. He ought to be rich towards God in 
the large and liberal employment of his high stew- 
ardship. 



THERE'S a beautiful land by tlie spoiler un^- 
trod, 
Unpolluted by sorrow or care ; 
It is lighted alone by the presence of God, 

Whose throne and whose temple axe there : 
Its crystalline stresuns, with a inunnurous flow, 

Meander through valleys of green, 
And its mountains of jasper are bright in the glov, 
Of a splendor no mortal hath seen. 

And thi'ongs of glad singers, with jubilant breath. 

Make the air with their melodies rife ; 
And One, known on ejirth as the Angel of Death, 

Shines here as the Angel of Life ! 
An infinite tenderness beams from his eyes. 

On his brow is an infinite calm, 
And his voice, as it thrills through the depths of the 
skies, 

Is as sweet as the serapliim's psalm. 
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IliroLtgh. the amaranth groves of the beautiful land 
WaUi the souls who were faithful in this ; 

And their foreheads, star-crowned, by the zejjhyra 
are fanned 
That evermore murmur of bliss ; 

They taste the rich fruitage that hangs from the 

And breathe the sweet odors of flowers. 
More fragrant than ever were kissed by the breeze 
In Araby's lovehest bowers. 

Old prophets, whose words were a spirit of flame, 
Blazing out o'er the darkness of time ; 

And martyrs, whose courage no torture could tame, 
Nor turn from their purpose sublime ; 

And saints and confessors, a numberless tlirong, 

■ Who were loyal to truth and to right, 

And left, as they walked through tlae darkness of 
wrong, 
Their foot-prints encircled with light, 

And the dear little children, who went to their rest, 

Ere their lives had been sullied by sin, 
Wliile the Angel of Morning still tarried, a guest. 

Their spirits' pure temple within, — 
All are there, all are there, in the Beautiful land. 

The land by the spoiler untxod, 
And their foreheads, stai^-crowned, by the breezes 
are fanned. 

That blow from the gardens of God 1 
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My soul hatli looked in through die gateway of ■ 
dreams, 

On the city all paven witli gold, 
And heard the sweet flow of its muinilTioiia 
streams, 

As through the green valleys they rolled ; 
And though it still waits on this desolate strand, , 

A pilgrim and stranger on eardi. 
Vet it knew, in that glimpse of the beautiful land, 

That it gaaed on the home of its birtli ! 



IN the New Testament tlie Lord Jesus explains 
tliis plirase of being in himself in another way. 
He represents us as being in him as the branch is in 
tlie vine. Now, the branch derives all its nourish- 
ment, its sap, its vitality, its fruit-bearing power, 
from the stem with which it is united. It would be 
of no use that the branch should be placed close to 
d t k 'tw Idl) f " t t 't 
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.good fruit unto his honor and unto God's glory. I 
trust you know what this means, beloved, many of 
you. May you live in the possession of it daily! 
May you be one with Jesus, knit to him, united to 
him, never to be separated forever. As the limb is 
in the body, even so may you constantly be one 
with Jesus. 



NOAH'S Ark was a tyi^c of Christ. The ani- 
mals that were preserved from the deluge 
passed through the door into the ark, the Lord shut 
tliem in, and high above the foaming billows they 
floated in. perfect safety. We are in Christ in the 
same sense. He is tlie ark of God provided agdnst 
tiie day of judgment. We by faith believe him to be 
capable of saving us ; we come and trust him, we 
risk our souls with him, believing that there is no 
risk ; we venture on him confident that it is no ven- 
ture; giving up every other hope or shadow of a 
hope, we trust in what Jesus did, is doing, and is in 
himself, and thus he becomes to us our ark, and we 



JUDGE HALE, one of the greatest ornaments 
of the English church, and the English bench, 
in expressing the value he set on the Sabbath as a 
day, not of business or worldly recreation, but of 
holy rest, said that he found the work of die week 
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go well according as the Sabbatii had been kcjit 
well. For as I have seen onu stroke of an eagle's 
wings send her, without further effort, sailing a long 
way on through the fields of air, the impulse whicli a 
well- spent Sabbath gave him was sensibly felt, 
tlu-oiighout all the running week. 



IF you Iiave received, come and receive again; 
you have not received the whole of Christ's ful- 
ness yet. But all tliat is in Christ is meant to be 
received. Jesus Christ is like the sun, ^ he is a 
store-house of light, but the light is tiiere to be shed 
abroad. He is like tlie clouds, a storehouse of wa- 
tere, but all diat is in him is to descend in showers 
upon thirsty souls. There is nothing in Christ but 
what was meant to be distributed. He is like 
Joseph's granaries in Egypt, fiiU of com for hungry 
men. Dost thou read of mercy in Clmst? — say, 
"That mercy was meant for a needy sinner; I will 
even have it." Little children, when they come to 
table, seem to laiow by instinct tliat everything 
tliere is meant to be eaten; so they cry, "Give me 
tliis, give me diat." Now, in this be ye cliildren. 
If you see anydiing in Christ, however rich and rare, 
however precious and choice, say, " Lord, give me 
that, and give me that;" for it is al! meant to be 
given away — it is all provided on pui-pose to meet 
the needs of the Lord's people. 

J^m C. //. SJ,K,rgcm. 
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THERE was a young man of earnest mind, 
of sound and promising scholarship, who was 
among tlic mourners ai'Ound the altar night after 
night and week after week. I talked with him fre- 
quently; we prayed for him earnestly; and yet, 
somehow or other, he seemed to obtain no deUver- 
ance, and we had begun ahiiost to despair of him, I 
remember one night going to him and talking with 
him. My heart yearned to bring him to Cluist, and 
my soul was in a stru^hng agony that seemed as 
though I could not let him go without bringing him 
to the blessed Saviour. The meeting closed, and I 
was among die last to leave the church. As I came 
out to the door, I found him standing, with a lan- 
tern in liis hand, waiting to accompany me down to 
the seminary. As we passed out into the yard (it 
was a dense, foggy night), I asked him to hold his 
lantern up. He held it up, and I said it was very 
dark. I had just been in conversation with Jiim, 
when he said to me, "I feel that I could venture 
upon Christ ; I feel that I have given up everything, 
yet I do not see my way cleaily along. I am afraid 
tliat I shall backslide, and that I shall dishonor the 
cause of Christ." Said I, "Holdup your lantern." 
He held it up, and as we looked there was blackness 
ahead. "Your light does not shine very far ahead, 
George." — "It is a pretty dark night," he replied, 
" Well," said I, " now, suppose a man was standing 
liere as you are, and Jield his light up and saw only 
1 little shining around the very spot where he stood. 
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aiid it did not shine on the road all the way down to 
llie seminary, and he refused to go because, as he 
held his light up, it did not ilhiminate his path all 
along, what would you say of him?" — "I sliould 
say," said he, " he was a fool." In a moment more 
he said, " Oh ! I see it," and the big tears gathered 
in Ms eyes and rolled down his cheeks. " I see it ; 
tliat is just what I have been doing." And that mo- 
ment, there, in the darkness, he believed in Christ, 
and received the salvation from on high. 

Bis]io^ Clari. 

IT is in the morning and evening that Nature, 
who gives her nights to sleep and her days to 
work, pays, if I may so say, her worship to God. At 
dewy mom and eve, from their golden and silver 
censers,, the flowers offer the incense of their fra^' 
grance, and skies and woods which were mute during 
the heat of the day and darkness of tlie night, break 
out into a melodious burst of song. The bird that, 
leaving God to care for it, sleeps with its head be- 
neath its wing in die darkness, and spends tlie 
busy day gathering its food or catering for its young, 
drops at even from the skies, singing, into its grassy 
nest; and mounts thence at rosy dawn, to praise 
God by the gate of heaven ere it begins die labors 
of the day. And so, in a way, does every man and 
woman who has the least pretension to a Christian's 
character — morning and evening find them on 
their knees before God. What day closes vrithoul 
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many mercies to be grateful for, and many sins to be 
confessed and pardoned, and what day is entered on 
tliat has not burdens to be borne, and battles to be 
fought to which it behooves us to go forth guided by 
the counse!, guarded by the power, strengtliened by 
the grace, aiid defended, hke a mail-clad warrior, 
from head to heel, by the whole armor of God? 



THEY loved us : and my proposition is, tliat if 
they loved us before diey left us, they do not 
cease to love us now ; that diey are still our friends, 
not only sfill our brodiers and sisters by blood, and 
still our loved friends by memory; not only do we 
often call diem back again to our thoughts and en- 
joy sweet communion with them, so to sijeak, in 
spirit, but that they reciprocate such thoughts and 
such memories. They have left us, but they have 
not forgotten us: we have lost them from our bodily 
visiou, but we have not lost them from our affection. 
How sweetly it links the two worlds together to 
think that they have just crossed over the undiscern- 
ible line that separates time from eternity! Did 
they lose their personal identity by crossing? They 
carried that with them, and have only shed their im- 
perfections. Now, it is a beautiful thought, friends, 
that these loved ones of ours, just as long as we 
could see them, as they went down toward the 
swellings of Jordan, loved us, Wliat were their last 
moments occupiedwith? With glances of affection. 
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Their last words were requests, perhaps, to meet 
tliem in the kingdom of heaven. A pressure of the 
hand told of love to us even when they could no 
longer speak, and the glistening tear-drops that 
seemed to be the very dew of heaven told ns of the 
love that lived in their hearts. Little children were 
called in, all die cherished ones were around the 
bedside, and the last utterance was an exjiression of 
the strongest ajid tenderest love. 



NOW, suppose you were a beggar. You know 
what beggars do. If they go to a door and 
get anydiing, they make a litfle mark; you and I do 
not understand it, but it means "Good house to 
knock at;" and the next beggar who comes sees 
diat token, and he knodis boldly. If they get nodi- 
ing, of course they make some scurvy remark or 
another, after their own fashion, which the next beg- 
gar understands. Now, I have already made that 
mark on Christ's door, and I have told yon of it; it 
is a good house to knock at, for I have tried it. But 
suppose, being a beggar, you were to meet some fifty 
or sixty tramps, all coming down the street, and they 
were to say to you, " Are yon in the same trade as we 
are?" — "Yes, 1 am a beggar." — "Well," say they, 
"tliere's a good house down there; we have all of 
ns been to it, and they have given us all something.'' 
— "Wiiat! given something to all of you?" — "Yes, 
to every one of us." — ■ "What, to diat man yonder? 
16 
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why he looks good for nothingl"' — "Ah, well, they 
gave htm sometliing." — "What, to the whole of 
you?"—- "Yes." — "Then I shall be as quick as I 
can to knock and get tlie next turn." Why, of 
course, everybody would feel that that is the shop 
to beg at, where nobody lias been rejected. Now, 
smce tlie world began, there never has been a sinner 
who smcerely asked for mercy through faith in the 
precious blood of Jesus, who has been rejected- 
Since Adam was cast out of the garden, there has 
never been a smner, whoever he might have been, 
that has cast himself by simple trust upon the blood 
and righteousness of Jesus Christ, whom God has 
cast out. Well, but if they all received, and all re- 
ceived "of his fulness," why not you? 



ABOVE the anthems of the celestial choir, he 
hears our feeblest cry ; and amid the glories of 
tlie tipper sanctuary, Chiist's eye turns less on the 
glittering crowns his redeemed ones cast at his feet 
than on his people here — fighting in this field of 
battle, weeping in this vale of tears. 



EVERY step you have to go from the gate of 
the City of Destruction up to the pearl-gate 
t f the New Jerusalem, it is all grace. The road to 
glorj' is paved with stones of grace. The chariot in 
whiLh we ride to heaven is all of grace. The strength 
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tliat draws it, and die axle diat bears It up, is all of 
grace and gi'ace alone. In the wliole covenant of 
grace, from the first letter of the charter down to its 
last word, there is nothing at all of merit or man's 
goodness, but it is grace, grace, grace. As grace 
laid the foundation, so grace brings out every stoncj 
and as we sing — 



Hev. C. H- SJttrgssJi, 

WE think, then, tliat the inhabitants of heaven 
and our loved friends that have gone up 
yonder, love «s as they did before, only better; 
we think they have carried our faces up to heaven, 
and that they have carried endearing tlioughts with 
them, and tliat their memories of us are fresh and 
verdant as tlie flowers of the unchanging seasons of 
Paradise. They love us still. 



ONE part of tiie glory of the Clnristian Churcli 
is the glory of a pure, spiritual worship. No 
matter whether it be the lone worship of the closet, 
or the domestic worship of the family altarj or the 
social worship of the prayer-meeting or class-room, 
or the public worship of tlie great congregation — no 
matter; tlie glowing heart, the swelling bosom, the 
lighted brow, tlie joyful song, tlie Iiappy shout, the 
melting inSuence, the thrilling power, oh! diese give 
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to pure Christian worship a transcendent glory of 
which heaven alone is the perfect antitype ! 



BEAR thy cross cheerfully, 
Brother, the night 
Passeth, tliongh tearfully 

Dim is thy sight 
Carry it duteously, 

Looking afar, 
Where gleametli beauteously 
The morning star. 

Bear it with wliite hands up, 

Sister in pdn, 
Drinking life's bitterest cup, 

Hopefully, prayerfully, 

Light tlien 'twill be. 
For the Lord carefully 

Thtis leadeth thee. 

Through surging son'ow-tidL^ 

Vales dark and lone, 
Up rugged mountain sides, 

Making no moan. 
Though shrinking wearily 

Beneatli the load. 
Take it up cheerily, 

'Tis from thy God. 



Hn^lcdbyGoOglc 



Eeai" thy cross trustingly 

Whate'er it be, 
Then will it tenderly 

Rest upon tliee. 
Think not to lay it down 

Till life is done ; 
The cross shall wear the crown 

Wlien heaven is won. 

I SHOULD not wonder if our friends sometimes 
tiilk about us : if they love us they do. They 
gather, perchance, around the river of life, and sit 
under the blessed shadow of the tree of life, and 
tell the story of their eartMy experiences, bringing 
in the names of those they love. I do not know 
what language they talk there. " The languages of 
earth are many, die language of heaven is one," I 
do not know what words of divine music, wliat 
golden sixains of divine speech pass between angels 
and men, but they tali there a sweet and blessed 
language ; and it is a precious thought to me to-day, 
as, no doubt, it is to you, that your name and my 
name, unworthy as they are, and not fit to stand on 
the records of the book of life, are mentioned by 
the blessed spirits that live yonder by the throne of 
God. I not only suppose that our blessed friends, 
made perfect in heaven, tallcwith on^ another, but I 
suppose they talk with the angels, and it seems to 
me tliat it is not going too far to say that they may 
seek to become acqudnted with the angels that min- 
16* 
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istcr among their own Mends. It is nonsense to say 
that angels are ministering spirits, unless they minis- 
ter in some place ; they minister as individuals. It 
seems to me, then, that those who loved me on earth 
and who love me in heaven would be looking out 
for the angels who minister about me. The thought 
is precious, and while I indulge it I seem almost to 
hear tlie tread of the blessed angels about me. Your 
name, I repeat it, may tliis moment have passed be- 
tween the spirit of your departed and sainted friend 
and tlie blessed angel that has just ascended on 
Jacob's ladder. 



CREATION is the work of God alone. It must 
be so. If any doubt it, let us bid them make 
the effort to create the smallest object. The potter 
places his day upon the wheel, and shapes it after 
his own pleasure ; he fashions the vase, but he is not 
the creator of it. The clay was there beforehand : 
he does but change its shape. Will any man who 
tliinlis he can play the creator, produce a single 
grain of dust ? Call now, and see if there be any 
tliat will answer thee ^ call into nothingness, and 
bid a grain of dust appear at thy bidding. It cannot 
be. Now, inasmucli as Paul declares the Christian 
man to be a new creature, it is proven diat the 
Christian man is the work of God, and tlie work of 
God alone, "'Winch were born, not of blood, nor of 
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of tlie flesh, nor of the will of man, but 



' ' T T E knowetli not whither he goetli." The 
X i. traveller tliat is lost in the desert may find 
himself in a perilous and wearisome journey ; he 
may not know whither he is going; but, after all, 
there is a prospect of recovery. But to see an im- 
mortal man going forth to eternity, to the judgment- 
bar of the final Judge, and yet not knowing whither 
he is going, is one of the saddest and most fearful 
spectacles that can touch the human heart. 



IN creation, who helped Cod? who poised the 
clouds for him? who weighed the hills in scales 
to aid his skill, or helped him dig the channels of 
the sea? Who aided in rolling the stars along? who 
took a torch to light up tlie lamps of heaven ? With 
whom took the Almighty counsel, and who instructed 
him ? If there be any that can stand with God in 
the making of die world, then may some pretend to 
compare witli him in the conversion of souls, but 
until that shall be, the new creation is God's sole 
domain, and in it his attributes, and his attributes 
alone, shine resplendent, "It is not of him that wil- 
leth, nor of him that runneth, but of God that show- 
eth mercy." The sovereign will of God creates 
men heirs of grace. 
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EXPOSE water to fire, and it dissolves in vapor; 
wood, and it vajiishes in smoke and flame, 
leaving but gi'ay ashes behind; iron, and it is con- 
verted into rust ; but fire may play on gold for a 
thousand years witliout depriving it of a degree of 
its lustre or an atom of its weight. Beautiful em- 
blem of the saints of God, gold cannot perish — 
their trials, lilie the action of fire on this precious 
metal, but purifying what they cannot destroy. 

Timbv Guthrie, D.D. 

LET us never forget that forms are not rehgion, 
but only its drapery; and that, as they dress 
children lightly who wish to brace their frames, as 
the laborer throws off his coat to work, and, as in the 
ancient games the candidates stepped into the race- 
course unencumbered with many, or heavy gar- 
ments, the fewer forms which religion wears, consis- 
tent with decency and order, the more robust she 
will grow — she will work with greater energy— 
and, like one of beautiful mould and symmetry, she 
will walk with more native, queenly grace— when 



WE may be in Christ also as the stone is in the 
building. The stone is built into d^e wall 
and is a part of it. In some of the old Roman 
walls you can scarcely tell which is the firmer, the 
cement or the stone, for their cement was so ex- 
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ceedingly stiong, tliat it held the stones together as 
though they were one mass of rock ; and such is the 
eternal-love which binds the saints to Christ. They 
become one rock, one palace wall, one temple, to 
tli^ praise and glory of the God who built the fabnc 
Thas you see what it is to be m Christ It is to 
trust him for salvation as Noah trusted the aik, it is 
to derive real life from him as the branch doc s fi om 
the stem; it is to lean on him, and to be united to 
him, as the stone leans on the foundation and be 
comes an integral part of the structure 



CHRIST first loved us ! Did he do so because 
we were especially lovable and attractive? 
Nay, he loved us when we were especially unlovely 
and ungi-ateful. It is very easy to grow fond of a 
sweet, beautiful child, who wins us by its music of 
voice and witchery of face. But to pick up tlie 
filthy waif of the streets, or the poor, diseased 
orphan of tlie hospital, and to love that forlorn ob- 
ject, requires heart. Christ did and docs more than 
this. He loves the sinner who is in open, obstinate 
rebeUion agsdnst him. While wc were yet sinners, 
" Christ died for the ungodly." Not for the godly, 
observe ; but for the ungodly. While we were in 
tlie far country of sin, Christ called us. When we 
opposed him, he strove with us and conquered us. 
While we were filthy, he pitied us, and " washed us 
from our sins in his own blood," This is the history 
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of every conversion. The love of Jesus for the si 
(ler goes before the sinner's love for him. 



MAN would indeed be a curious spectacle to 
himself if he could dagueneotype upon his 
memory a perfect image of his own feelings as tliey 
lie scattered here and tliere along the patli o£ life — 
an image so perfect as to present die total reality, 
with aU its lights and sliades, blending each item 
with the whole and yet mating eadi so distinct as to 
be seen by itsel£ This would be such a picture as 
art never painted, such a bust as no chisel ever 
carved But one being in the universe is adequate 
to the task ; and that being is God. The feet, how- 
ever, is as real as it would be if we could perfectly 
, represent it. Time writes its name on the feelinga. 
Time gives diem their specific coloring. Time ex- 
plains why it is that men starting with the same na. 
tive capacities are so differently shaded as the crea- 
tures of feeling. Time plays all these tunes, and 
finally settles the man down into a fixed habit of 
special tunes. 



IF geologists tell true, there have been several 
series of creatures in different periods of time, 
and each race has given place to anotlier race of 
new creatures fresh from creation's mint, new from 
God's hand. But it is now six thousand years at 
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least, and some of us think many tlionsand years 
more, since the day when this last set of creatures 
came into this world, and started upon the race of 
life ; all the creatures we now see are old and anti- 
ijuated. The flower which springs from the soil is 
tlie repetition of its like which bloomed five thou- 
sand years ago. Yonder meads bedecked with yel- 
low king-cups and fair daisies are the fac-similies 
of those our sires looked upon three score years 
ago. As for ourselves, removed by long lines 
of pedigree from the man whom , Jehovah 
formed in the garden, we by nature show small signs 
of the undefiled liand and sacred finger. The world 
is hackneyed and stale and old. Time weaiiiy 
drags on to its Saturday -night ; it dra^vs near to tlie 
last of its work-days with heavy footsteps. Any 
new creature coining fresh into die world would 
startle and amaze us all. What would men give if 
the Almighty hand would form a novelty in life, and 
send it among us; and yet, ye Athenian wits, diat 
are forever seeking after some new thing, the text 
tells you that there are new creatures upon earth, 
positive new creations ; fruits tliat have the freshness 
and bloom of Eden about diem, flowers unfaded, 
life with t!ie dew of its youth upon it; and these 
new creatures are Christian men ; these new crea- 
tures, fi'esh from the divine hand, as though just 
fashioned between the eternal palms, are the men 
that weep for sin, the men that confess theix iniquity, 
the men that say, " God be merciful to ua, sinners," 
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the men who rest in tlic blood of the atonement, 
the men who love Christ Jesus, and hve to the glory 
of the Most High, — these are new creatures. There 
is a freshness about them; they have just come 
from the hand of God ; they enjoy nearness to God ; 
they get to tlie fotmtain-head of life, and drink where 
the crystal stream is cool and clear, and not mud 
died by long trickling through earthly channels. 



ON the rocks by the sca-shorc I have seen ma- 
rine creatures living when the tide was out ; 
not in die briny pools it leaves, but on the dry and 
naked rock, in the withering air— in the burning, 
broiling sun. They lived because, when twice each 
day the foaming tide came In, and, rising, covered 
the roclcy shelves they dung to, they opened and 
shut their shelly mouths to drink water enough to last 
tiiem when the tide was out, and till the next tide 
came in. Even so, twice a day at the least, are we 
to replenish om' thirsty souls — fill our emptiness 
from the ocean of grace and mercy diat flows, free 
and full in Christ, to the least of saints and chief of 



THERE is an abiding fulaess of truth in Christ, 
after yon have heard it for fifty years, you see 
more of its fiilness than you did at first. Othei 
truths weary the ear. I will defy any man to hold 
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togctlier a large congregation, year after year, witli 
any otiier subject but Christ Jesus. He might do it 
for a time ; he might charm the eai- witli the discov- 
eries of science, or with the beauties of poetry, and 
his oratory might be of so high an order that he 
might attract the multitudes who have itdiing ears, 
but they would in time turn away and say, "This is 
no longer to be endured. We know it all." All 
miisic becomes wearisome but that of heaven; but 
oh ! if the minstrel doth but strike this celestial harp, 
though he keepeth his fingers always among its 
golden strings, and be but poor and unskilled upon 
an instrument so divine, yet the melody of Jesus' 
name, and the sweet harmony of all his acts and at- 
tributes, will hold his listeners by tlie ears and thrill 
their hearts as naught beside can do. The theme 
of Jesus' love is ineshat:stible, though preachers 
may have dwelt upon it century after century, a 
freshness and fullness still remain. 

Re-j. C. H. Spurg^DH. 



OH I what blessings are afflictions to those who 
can bless God for afflictions ! " Oh ! " said 
a bright-hearted young man, who was tortured with 
a fatal and painful bodily disease ; "when I have the 
most pain in my body I have the most comfort in 
my soul. When Christ suffered, he had none but 
enemies about him, and they gave him gall and vine- 
gar to drink. When I thiist, I have beside me the 
friend that sticketh closer than a brother. The cup 
t7 
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that he gives me, shall t not drink it ? I do not 
doubt but that lliere is love in the bottom of the 
cup, though it is bitter in tlie mouth," 



IT is God who made tliis beauteous world of ours ; 
it is God who spread the firmament above «s, 
and scattered tliere its sun-cloud of shining worlds ; 
and the same power that created now upholds ; it is 
God who hath clothed the fields in this glorious sea- 
son of verdure ; it is God wliose hand paints each 
flower that adorns our fields ; it is God who whis- 
pers to tis in the zephyr and in the murmuring 
brook; it is God whose voice speaks in the tempest 
and in tones of Niagara's thunder ; it is God in 
whom, in a literal sense, we move and live and have 
our being — he, by his own power moving upon us 
and keeping the vital organs in play, on which our 
life depends. 



o« 



That chamber may not always be the well-fur- 
nished apartment, mth its soft bed and sympathizing- 
attendants; tliat chamber may sometimes be the 
lonely hut, where poverty has left its footprints, and 
grim want stares out from walls and floor and couch 
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of sti-aw; that chamber may be the block where the 
martyring axe deals down the sudden, fatal blow; 
that chamber may be the stake where the fire crack- 
les and crisps and consumes ; that chamber may be 
the amphitheatie where savage beasts prey, revel, 
and glut, and devour; that cliamber may be tlie 
rack on whicli the human frame is tortured and torn 
asunder. No matter — no matter where, no mattei 
how the Christian dies, he. hears a voice that comes 
down from beyond the stars, and says, " Feai not, 
fear not ; death cannot injure you ; the grave can- 
not hold you ; through its chill mansion I will con- 
duct yon to glory." That grace which during all 
his life he has found sufficient, now wraps him in its 
mantle of beauty for liis death-robe and his winding- 



AHOLV life unifonnly leads to a safe and happy 
death. Wliat convincing majesty in the one, 
what subduing gloiy in the odier — a holy life, a tri- 
umphant death! A holy hfe is a perpetual sun 
shining in his strength, day after day, and shedding 
on all aronnd liis enlightening and warming beams ; 
a holy life is an ever-flowing river, fertilizing its 
banks and clothing them with never-fading verdure ; 
a holy life is an unfailing fountain, sending forth its 
gushing streams to refresh the way-worn and weary ; 
a holy hfe is an endless telegraph-line, stretching it- 
self all along the devious highways of human exist- 
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cnre ind guiding the lonely xnd the lost to 1 sife 
destoiition W l. aic told l jnr enimg I oid Petubo 
rough, who was moic famod foi his wit than for his 
religion, thit, having once lodged with Archbishop 
Fenelon, he was so impiessed with his ferment piety 
and uith his bemtifil Chiistiin Lhiiacter, Uiil, on 
parting with him, he said, "1 mu';t stay no longer, 
or I 'ihill become a Chnstiaii m spite of m}self ' 
thus showing the power of \ holv hfe Cin we 
wonder that such a life should be crowned with a 
tnumj hint di-ith ? 



WE look over the friends of our youth, and 
many of us who have come to middle years, 
or even to riper age, almost feel like some lone tree 
that once saw its associates around it, but has wit- 
nessed their falling trunks and peeled bark ; has seen 
some of them riven by the lightnings, others pros- 
tratedbythe storm; so we are standing while the 
generations that rose up by our side are sleeping in 
the ground ; we stand as the remnants of the great 
multitude that in our younger days with gleeful feet 
trod our native soil. Wliy is this? Why axe we 
spared when so many have fallen — the bright, the 
joyous, the beautiful, die gifted, the glorious ? Oh ! 
how many, like opening buds, were blasted by the 
frost — half-developed flowers 1 The storm swept 
them from tlie earth. Othere, in riper age, wilted, 
hour by hour, and we have seen them pass iway. 
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Even in our own households, the augel of deatli has 
entered, and we have seen the dark shadow thrown 
over our hearthstone. Why is it tliat we hve ? Be- 
cause our tiines aie in the hand of God. We live 
because it is his good pleasure that we should still 
have a work to do and responsibilities to fulfil. 



IHAYE noticed that when a church-ra ember 
grows very profuse in his style of living, and 
spends extravagantly in self-indulgences, he com- 
monly becomes stingy toward the Lord. A genuine 
Christ-loving Christian gives the key of his purse or 
his iron safe to his Master. When a dispute once 
arose in a company as to which had the finest hand, 
a lady shrewdly said, "The handsomest hand here is 
the one that gives the most liberally." I believe 
that a servant of Christ should systematically bestow 
in charity at least one-tenth of liis annual income, 
and j\ist as much more as he can afford without rob- 
bing others. I never knew of a child of God being 
banlcruptcd by his benevolence. Wliat you keep 
you may lose ; what you give to Christ you are sure 

Rev. 37™. L. Cuyli'. 

' ' /""* ^^ loves a cheerful giver," and, like love, 
VJ The more we give, the more we still receive^ 
Our mites at interest in the land above ^ 
We only lend what charities we give. 
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OUR observation, and experience pause with 
death. Looking beyond it, the eye passes into 
a dense and solemn shade, overhanging the margins 
of time, and covering the frontier of the great fu- 
ture. That sliade we cannot penetrate ; and no 
voice-from beyond it salutes us. There is a fascina- 
tion in this mystery. The problem which it starts 
and conceals man never perfectly solves. We are 
of necessity a world of inquisitive gazers, ever look- 
ing up to a sky whose lights and shades excite the 
sou! to the utmost alertness and intensity of thought ; 
ever tuniing the ear toward that far-off land, that 
perchance some echo of a spirit gone may reach 
us on these mortal shores. God has ordained that 
such should be our mental position in respect to 
the sequel which awaits us after death. It is not our 
fault ; and we do not know enough to pronounce it 
our misfortune. 



GOD revealed himself in love. Love is infinite ; 
but love is just the same in quality in the 
mother's breast as it is in God. Love is the same 
in quality everywhere. It is like the sunshine. We 
cannot comprehend the stars in all their vast multi- 
tude, but we can comprehend the sunshine. 

Sunsliine is the same, whether striking upon the 
laborer's hut or upon the prince's palace. It is the 
same where it strikes upon our little, dim earth, as 
where it blazes forth in space. It is the same, and 
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n comprehend it in its essence. So love c 
mprch ended. 



OH ! liow sweet is that idea of heaven, that pre- 
sents it as a Sabbath of eternal rest ! Diiiiog 
that endless, unclouded day, the glorified behever 
sliall mingle in those celestial activities that shall be 
so pure, so unfettered, so unwearying, so delightful, 
that the Word of God pronounces them a. x^erfect 
'^ rest." The thought of it has made many a cliild 
of Jesus homesick. How oft has his tired soul 
been ready to exclaim, — 

"Rest, weary head I 

Liglit from above haa broken Ebrough its gloom ; 

Here, in the pbce where once thy Saviour lay, 
. Where he shall wake Ihee oa a fiHure day, 
' IJke a tired cbLid upon his Diolher's breast, 



I all the flock by the Good Shepherd led, 
it the Etreams of life eternal led, 
uer with thy God and Saviour West, 



YOUNG man, learn to say " No." When you 
are tempted, utter it ivith a will, — "NO." 
When fair hands offer you the wine-cup say it gently, 
yet with unwavering firmness, — ^"No." A young 
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companion invites you to the tlieatre, or to the bil 
hard-room, or the dance-house. Do you think it 
would be well to go? No. Well, then, how will 
you answer him? "I — I — I think I wont go to- 
night" He win collar you and say, "Oh, come 
along now." If you add, with bated breath, "I 
was brought np not to go to such places," he will 
say, "Be your own man; I wouldn't always be tied 
to my mother's apron-string; come on;" and on 
you go like a dumb ox to the slaughter, A decided 
and emphatic "■No" which would have made your 
tempter feel that your self-respect was tooclied by 
his proposal, would have sent him away to return 
on such an errand no more. 



IF the thoughts have been fixed upon fineries for 
the hour before service, they will naturally flow 
on in the same channel after the service begins ; and 
instead of joining in the song, or the prayer, or the 
study of truth, the worshipper will be making eager 
observation of the various styles of dress exhibited, 
and plotting the purchase or the manufacture of new 
adornments. 



IMAGINE a tree expostulating with an orchard- 
ist, and saying, "Why is this oft-coming of tiiis 
knife ? Is it not the nature of a tree to grow ? I 
ajn shooting out branches on every side, and up 
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ward, according to the law of nature ; and where 
fore am I lopped back every now and tlien ? " 
S)^mnetry is in die mind of the man that trains 
the tree, and it must grow for that very sake, and 
must be cut back for that very sake, though sym- 
metry is not in the thought of the tree. And with 
symmetry is something higher yet — fruit; tliough 
that is not in the thoiiglit of the tree, while it is in 
th.e thought of the orchardist. And as he nurtures 
for these ends, bEnd nature knows notliing about 
them. 

But in human life it would seem as if suffiiring 
ought not to have been a part of the earthly course ; 
it would seem as if, God liaving ordained die body 
with all its functions and faatlties, the natural pro- 
cess of growtli would be an easy and progressive 
evolution by sudi arrangements as should be devoid 
of suffering ; but actually, human experience shows 
exactiy another thing. If any thing can be shown by 
die indications and facta of nature, it is diat man 
never grows to a full man's estate without a certain 
degree of ministration of suffering ; and that suffer- 
ing is a part of nature, or it could not be universal 
everywhere, always liaving infallible signs and tokens 
of universality. 



I HEAR God speaking in his word to us : "Re- 
joice evermore ; and agaiji I say rejoice." There 
s enough to make us joyous. Jesus is our Saviour. 
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God is our Father, heaven is our home ; mansions 
are prepared for us, crowns are burnished for us, and 
white robes are ready for us. Pure spirits are look- 
ing down upon us ; sainted mothers and fathers, who 
bore us in tlieir anns, are looking over tlie walls for 
us to come ; and little children who dropped out of 
our anna are waiting like cherubim on the walls of 
glory for us. 



THE two things that bring business most fre- 
quently to disaster are greediness and dishon- 
esty. They are the breasts on which bankruptcy 
nurses itself Instead of being a necessary help, dis- 
honesty is the leak, the weight, the immeasurable evil 
that oppresses business. More labor is exacted, 
.more care of tiie mind is required, more wear and 
tear of watching is rendered necessary, more com 
plexity of business aiTangements is called for, more 
money is spent and wasted on society, by dishonesty, 
tlian any man can measure or conceive. I tliini 
that if it were given us, by a kind of sorcery, to ex- 
tract the element of Jishonesty from the different 
spheres of life, it would be found that nearly one- 
half of the forces applied to business were means 
uselessly employed to watch men and guard against 
their dishonesties. If men could be believed when 
tliey spoke, and trusted when they promised, it would 
take from business half of its circuity. Our busi- 
ness is rolled up in complexities. It is like an army 
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marching in an enemy's country, and being obliged 
to explore every step of tlie way, and to be con- 
stantly ready for battle ; whereas, if men were hon- 
est, it would be like a man going for pieas^e over 
a friend's territory, enjoying tlie sweet delights that 
surround him on every haod. 



THE best thing to do with our past sin, if it be 
indeed forgiven, is to bnry it ; yes, and let us 
bury it as they used to bury suicides, — let us drive 
a stake tln-ough it, in horror and contempt, and 
never set up a monument to its memoiy. If you 
ever do tell anybody about your youthful wrong- 
doing, let it be widi blushes and tears, with sliame 
and confusion of face ; and always speak of it to 
the honor of the infinite mercy which forgave you. 
Never let the devil stand behind yon and pat you 
on the back and say, " You did me a good turn in 
those days." Oh, it is a shameful thing to have 
sinned, a degrading thing to liave lived in sin, and 
it is not to be wrapped up into a telling story and 
told out as an exploit, as some do. " The old 
man is crucified widi him," who boasts of being re- 
lated to the crucified felon. If any member of 
your family had been hanged, you woidd tremble to 
hear any one mention the gallows; you would not 
run about crying, " Do you know a brother of mine 
was hanged at Newgate?" Your old man of sin is 
hanged ; do not talk about him, but tiiank God it is 
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SO ? and as lie blots out the remembrance of it, d^i 
you the same, except so far a? it may make you hum- 
ble and grateful. 



IT is a very terrible tiling to begin, to let cc 
grow hard, for it soon sears as with a hot iron. 
It is like the freezing of a pond. The first film of 
ice is scarcely perceptible ; keep tlie waters stirring, 
and you will prevent the ice from hardening it ; but 
once let it film over and remain so, it thickens over 
the suriace, and it thickens still, and at last it is so 
solid that a wagon might be drawn over the solid 
water. So with conscience, it films over gradually, 
and at last it becomes hard, unfeeling, and it can 
bear up witli a weight of iniquity. 

DUhai' Simjami 



WE measure men in the affaii'S of life. Let an 
officer go out to select materials for organiz- 
ing an anny, let a commercial agent go out to select 
men for the various departments of trade, and how 
instantiy do tliey see that there is a great difference 
between one and another ! and how invariably do 
they seek for those that have forces as well as good 
qualities — good qualities with forces behind them i 
There are a great many who would have made mag 
nificent men if they had had any propelling power. 
They are quietists. "^Vhy ? Because tjiey have not 
blood enough to aerate tiieir brains. Why? Be. 
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cause they are built too large in the head, aiid too 
small in the trunk. And what has that to do with 
it ? It interprets God's thought. Wlien God made 
a, man, he made it very important that he should 
have a head. And tlien he made that head itself to 
be dependent for its suppUes. The head feeds. And 
where does it feed? At the heart. The heart 
brings the food to tlie head. Wliere does the heart 
get it? In the lungs, where it is vitalized. The 
lungs are the kitdien, tlie heart is the servant, and 
the head is tiie master that eats. And how about 
die stomach? That is the grand digester tliat suj;)- 
plies the materials which the heart and kings send to 
the head. 



I SEE a strong man suffering the pangs of indi- 
gestion, a load upon his stomach, oppression in 
his head, fever in his pulse. The physician is called, 
who proceedsat once to administer a nauseous emetic 
"No!" says the sick man; "I am sick; give me 
something to make me well ! " — "I can only make 
you well by making you sicker first." — " Then you 
are a hard-hearted, cruel man 1 " 

But which would be the greater cruelty, — to humor 
his inclination and let him die, or administer the dose 
and drive away the danger? So we are ever ready 
to charge cruelty, or at least a disregard of our feel- 
ings, upon Providence, when, in reality, it is that good- 
ness "which connot be unkind" that doses tis with 
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trials for our spiritual healing. Natural theology ex- 
patiates witli delight upon the evidences of God's 
wisdom and goodness revealed in tlie works of a*ea- 
tion ; and it is well. But the hand of the spoiler is 
ti^ere ! Disease has devastated eardi I But with a 
dear foresight of his reckless smidngs, Divine Wis- 
dom has haiiiessed him in the traces of systein, aad 
confined his destructions to the domains of law. 



I OBSERVE from my windows that there come 
down die East River magnificent men-of-war from 
the Navy Yard, witli a bank of guns that fills die im- 
agination with visions of power and terrible efficiency. 
And lifted up and lying against the sky are spars and 
rigging. And as they swing at anchor, the banner of 
our counhy — our Stars and Stripes, the sweetest flag 
On which the sun shines — floats out on the breeze. 
And the morning and the evening gnn booms at the 
appointed hour. I think that next to tlie things that 
God made, the fairest is the sliip, wliich man, learn- 
ing through ages, has at last learned to make, and 
which, as it moves on the moving element, is the most 
strong and powerful, and yet the most plastic and 
yielding tiling in the world. I see, soon after, com- 
ing tip the bay, wing-worn and way-beaten, a bark. 
She is not a man-of-war. She is a merchantman. 
Close after her comes a brig, that runs in and anchors 
under the guns of flie ship. And afler her comes a 
square rigged schooner. And after her a fore-and-af* 



Hn^lcdbyGoOglc 



LIFE THOUGHTS. ZO? 

schooner. And after her a sloop. And after her 
a smack. And after her a hghter. And I say that 
whether it be a man-of-war, bark, brig, hermai:>hrodite 
biig, square-rigged schooner, fore-and-aft schooner, 
sloop, smack, lighter, or what not, every one of them 
must fly its country's flag. It must sdl according to 
its own nature, but it must sail in the interests of pa- 
triotism, and in obedience to the laws of the country. 
And it is just as easy to have a patriotic sloop as a 
patriotic man-of-war. It is just as easy to liave a law- 
abiding schooner, as a law-abiding bark or brig. And 
yet, does any man say that becanse they are cut out on 
different patterns, and built differently, they cannot be 
alike patriotic, and tliat only a man-of-war can be de- 
voted to its country service? Men would be fools to 
talk so about vessels, and men are fools that talk so 
about men. Men are built differently in hull a:id rig- 
ging; they are built with different capacities and for 
different tilings; but tiiey are all built so that they 
can fly God's flag, andean sail within the laws of mor- 
rality : and they are all built so as to be amenable 
to tlie great decrees of God in respect to the use of 
human faculties. 



TRUTH will never die : the stars will grow dim, 
the sun will pale his glory ; but trudi will l)e ever 
young. Integrity, uprightness, honesty, love, good- 
ness — these are all imperishable. No grave can ever 
entomb these unmortal principles. They have been 
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in prison, but they have been freer than before ; 
those who liave enshrined them in their hearts have 
been biirned at the stake; but out of their ashes other 
witnesses liave arisen. No sea can drown, no storm 
can wreck, no abyss can swallow up the ever-living 
truth of God You cannot kill goodness, and truth, 
and integrity, and faith, and holiness ; the way that 
is consistent with these must be a way everlasting. 



WHAT sublimity does this thought of divine 
guidance give us ! The old Mohammedan 
soldiers had the idea that they never could die until 
their time came — that they should die just as soon 
in the bosom of their family as in tlie army. What 
soldiers this belief made of them I How fearless ! 
how daring ! how unconquerable, as tlieir hosts 
marched onward ! All the difference, they believed, 
was, tiiat if they died at home they died cowards and 
traitors, while if they died in the army they died as 
saints and as martyrs, and went direct to a world of 
glory. What resistless power it gave them I Oh ! if, 
as Christians, we feel the fuO force of the thought 
that God watches over us, and whether we live or die 
all is well — that a few days earlier or later malces no 
difference ; tliat we are for heaven, for glory, work- 
ing while God lets us work, and rejoicing when God 
gives us to rejoice — how irresistible would be this 
power, and how happy would we be ! Have you 
this happiness this morning ! Do you know " to hve 
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is Christ, to die is gain !" Blessed be llic God and 
Father of our Lord Jesns Christ, yon may know it — 
you may know that you are in harmony widi God. 
To be snch, come to die foot of die cross. Feel the 
sprinkled blood — feel the joys ^f pardoned sin; be- 
come a child of God ; enter on .ife with liigher aspira- 
tions and higher aims ; and thus your times shall be 
in God's hand, and to all eternity you sliall be before 
the throne. 



BEETHOVEN, it is said, after he became deaf, 
would sit and play on an old worn out harpsi- 
chord that had long been xmfit for use, and suppose 
that he was playing matchless harmonies. The in- 
strument was so poor that not one cliord in five re- 
sponded. Here was one Uiat gave forth some sound, 
and ther6 was another ; but even they were ont of 
harmony. And I sometimes think that God plays on 
a poor old harpsichord when he takes this world to 
evolve the melodies of divine love, so few chords re- 
spond at all, and so utterly inadequate arc those tlial 
do respond to illustrate this crowning attribute of thu 
divine mind. 



TAKE the untutored savage to a bed of iron 
ore, and bid him to fashion an Indian hatchel 
from it, and he will select a thin, wedge-shaped hrnp, 
and endeavor with stones of flint to hai ime/ and 
18* 
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grind it to an edge, and tlien with rude lasliings to 
fiistcH it to an xmtumed handle. He may succeed. 
But now take the man of science diere, and as he 
selects a portion, breaks it as small as may be need- 
ful, the savage wonders how that can make a liatchet. 
Now he throws the fragments into the heated fur- 
nace, and as they catch its niddy glow, and the 
molten metal runs in a stream of liquid fire into the 
receiving ladle, the savage yells his wild derision at 
the attempt. The mould receives it, and soon the 
cold, heavy bar excites anew his scorn. Again it is 
thrust into the furnace, then placed under the heavy 
steam-hammer, and drawn into the lengthened bar, 
wliich, packed in charcoal, ashes, and salt, must feel 
the fmnace heat for eight long days, and then swelter 
fourteen more, before it becomes the steel fi'om 
wliich the smitli, with many a blow, and many an al- 
ternate heat and chill, can fashion the polished 
weapon. But, now, compare it with the rude hatchet 
of the savage, and who shall say that the man of 
science is not tlic wiser artisan? 

So, our untutored minds would work from the 
heart's native ore, by a direct and speedy process, 
the implements of our destiny ; but God pulverizes, 
and smelts, and casts, and draws, and bakes, and 
hammers, and fasliions, and tempers as his science 
dictates ; and who sliall say, in view of results, that 
his is not the better plan ? Certainly it were as fool- 
ish in us to question the wisdom of his proceedings 
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s in the savage to sneer at tlic wull-considorcd pro 
esses of his learned competitor. 



HERE is a man that was once poor, but tlmt 
has become wealthy. Bankers bow to liini, 
and pat him familiarly on the shoulder ; and because 
he is rich, and because great men look at hun, he is 
proud, and he begins to feel, " It will not do for my 
children to be brought up like common folks' cliih 
dren. That boy of mine, I mean shall be a laivyer; 
and I hope one day to see him in Congress." But 
the little fellow has an appetite for colors and pencils. 
He does not like books, and he willhc running after 
what he calls "tlie development of his artist tend- 
ency." There is still another boy that gives the 
father yet more trouble. He has an intense love for 
mechanics, and is determined that he will be a 
machinist. Nothing pleases him better tlian to be 
in foundries, among dirty stitliies, looking at the men 
at diey work, and talking with the foreman ajid tlie 
draughtsmen. And tlie fatheris perfectly shocked at 
the idea that the son of snch a respectable ricli man as 
he is should be a mechanic. " Why," says he, " it 
would be a disgrace to my family! it will not do at 
all 1" And so he attempts to malse a merchant out 

Now, no man's flesh and blood is too good to 
work. If your son wants to go to sea, he is not too 
good to go to sea. If your son wanls to be a me- 
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chanic, he is not at all too good to be a njcdiaDic 
If your son wants to work on a farm, dirt is healthy 

for your boy. 



IF you have ever feasted with the Well-Beloved^ 
t aiii sure you will wish the festival would never 
brealt up ; you will long for the time when you may 
eat the bread of heaven in heaven, and drink the 
wine of the Kingdom new in glory, and go no more 
out, but abide with tiie Fatlicr, world without end. 
Happy, flirice happy is the man who entertains th<" 
angels' Lord. 



SUPPOSE a bank across liic street contained an 
unlimited amount of wortMess ahinplasters, be- 
sides untold weahh of gold, ant' you were empow- 
ered to check out either. You are in pressing need. 
Your note is in bank. The three days' grace is 
nearly past It is two o'clock, and but a single hour 
stands between you and dishonor. You seize your 
pen and clieck out a thousand dollars in shinplasters ! 
"WhatafooU" exclaims yonr clerk. "Youmight 
as well have drawn a thousand rags I " Vet thus we 
do every day. 

We carry our cares for the missionary and the 
millennium to God ; we lay upon him OAXt burdens for 
his moral government, and the judgment of the 
world, but our acliing heads, and shattered nerves, 
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and dyspeptic stomachs, and laggard livers, and rheu- 
matic joints, and crazy tongues, and fiery tempers ; 
onr cross companions, and fretful children, and fault- 
finding neighbors; our losses and debts and dues, 
— for all diese, and countless more, we check out 
sliinplasters, or, at die best, we lay them aside, as 
hodmen do their hods when dinner comes, merely to 
take them np again when dinner is over. 

Now, God does not thank you for not bringing 
things that do not concern you. He wants your lit- 
tle personal annoyances, your petty solicitudes, your 
trifling perplexities — too unimportant, you may 
diink, for him to notice ; but if they are large enough 
or sharp enough to worry you, be wants them — wants 
tlieui all 1 " Casting all your care," etc. 



THOUSANDS of parents govern dieir children 
simply and soley for their own luxitry and con- 
venience, and take no pains to smooth tlie tones of 
Uieir voice, or to measure their action. The thought 
of courtesy in their dealings with their diildren is al- 
most dismissed from their mind, I have seen chiidren 
insulted so grossly by parents that nature in me said, 
" The parents ought to be severely punished," v/liile 
grace in me siud, " No, no ; they only ought to be 
reproved and taught better." Because God lent a 
little child to you, he did not lend it to you to be a 
rug for you to wipe your feet on ; he did not lend it 
to you to be a slave, to run of errands, merely ; he 
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did not lend it to you to practise your cruelty and 
irritableness on. Tliat child was God's before it was 
youi-s. It was only placed in your hands for a little 
time ; and if every parent felt, on addressing a child, 
" There is something of divinity in it as well as in 
me," 1 think it would purge our families of much of 
the il] -government that is in thein. 



I SAW a temple reared by the hands of man 
standing with his pinnacle in die distant plain. 
The streams beat about it, the God of nature luiried 
his thunderbolt against it, yet it stood firm as ad; mant. 
Revehy was in the halls ; the gay, tlie hapj y, the 
young, the beautiful were there. I returned — and 
lo ! the temple was no more. Its high walls lay in 
scattered ruin ; moss and grass grew rankly there ; 
and at the midnight hour the owl's long cry a' ded to 
the deep solitude. The young and gay who had re- 
velled there, had passed away. 

I saw a cliild rejoicing in his youth, the idol of his 
mother and the pride of his father. I returned — 
and tliat child had become old. Trembling \^ith the 
weight of years, he stood, tjie last of his generation, a 
stranger amid the desolation around him. 

I saw an old oak standing in all its pride upon the 
mountain ; the birds were carolling in its hotv^s. I 
returned — and the oak was leafless and sapless ; the 
winds were playing at their pastimes thri. ugh if: 
brandies. 
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"Who is this destroyer?" said I to my gtiardian 

" It is Time," said he. "When the morning stars 
sung together for joy over the new-made world, lie 
commenced his course ; and when he' has destroyed 
all that is beautiful on the earth, plucked the sun from 
his sphere, veiled the moou in blood, yea, when he 
shall have rolled the heavens and earth away as a 
scroll, then shall an angel from the throne of God 
come forth, and, widi one foot upon the sea and one 
upon the land, lift tip his hand toward heaven, and 
sweai-, by Heaven's Eternal, Time is. Time was, but 
Time shall be no longer 1 



LET a man tr)' the experiment of introducing the 
ballot-box into his macliinery of self-govern- 
ment witli a view to getting a popular vote on all 
questions of moment ; he will quickly find it not only 
vain, but ruinous. Those faculties which God has put 
to the top will come to the bottom. A monarch de- 
throned cannot be a common man ; he must pine in 
prison or bow to the blocic. God's order concerning 
us is, that the passions should lie at the bottom of our 
nature, under the control of the intellect, and that 
the intellect should be subject to the divinely illumi- 
nated will. Attempt to equalize them, and you will 
find the regal will discrowned, and lying in the dusi 
under the feet of all the other powers, and the pas- 
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Bions rampant and riotous on the wreck of yonr man- 
hood. 



IF I were called to point out the most alai-ming sins 
to-day, — those wMch are most deceitful in their 
influence, and most soul-destroying in their ultimate 
effects, — I would not mention drunkenness with all 
its fearful havoc, nor gambling witli its crazed victims, 
nor harlotry with its hellish orgies ; but the love of 
money on the part of men, and the love of display on 
tlie part of women. While open vice sends its thou- 
sands, these fashionable and favored indulgences send 
their ten tliousands to perdition. They sear the con- 
science, incrust the soul with an impenetrable shell 
ofworldhaess; debauch the affections from every high 
and heavenly object ; and maJ^e man or woman the 
worshipper of self. While doing all tliis, tlie poor 
victim is allowed by public opinion to tliink himself 
or herself a Christian ; while the drunlcard, the gam- 
bler, or the prostitute, is not deceived by such a 
thought for a moment. 



YOU call at a friend's house ; you are riding on 
horseback ; he takes your horse into the stable, 
and is remarkably attentive to it; the creature is well 
groomed, well housed, well fed. You are not at all 
afi-aid that you will be shut out : there is surely a warm 
place in tlie parlor for the rider, where tlie horse is 
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BO w<il attended to in the stable. Now, your body, 
which I might liken to the horse, has had its tem- 
poral prosperity in abundance, and surely the Lord 
will take care of your soul if you seek his face ! Let 
your prayer be, " My God, my father, be my guide. 
Since thou hast dealt so well with me in these exter- 
nal matters, give me grace within my heart ; give me 
the true riches ; give me to love thy Son, and trust in 
him, to be henceforth thy child. Thou hast given 
me the nether springs ; give me to drink of the upper 
springs. I have the blessings which thou pvest to 
the ungodly, oh, give me the blessings of tlie godly, 
the peculiar heritage of tliy saints ! " O Holy Spirit, 
constrain many thus to hope and pray. 

Rev. C. H. Sfit^rgKI. 

I HAVE heard a loving mother ask her willing lit- 
tle boy to bring her a stick of wood from the yard, 
and direcdy he came staggering back, both arms piled 
full, the great blue veins standing out on face and 
neck, and every fibre quivering with the tension of 
his heroic endeavor; the instant she caught sight of 
his over-burdened obedience, she sprang to his relief, 
snatched his load, and left her kiss. So God longs 
to take your cares, but you must cast them upon his 
outstretched arras. "Casting all your care," etc. 
He wants to relieve you of life's load, that you may 
engage more heartily and successfully io its conflicts. 
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WE may be able to accept or to repeat the dic- 
tuiii of Cicero, tliat " the universal consent of 
nations concerning a life to come has almost the va- 
lidity and force of a law of nature," We may admit 
that to be true ; but how little we know of the life, and 
how many questions tlicre are starting up within us 
concerning it I " Will there be a body as well tis a 
soul ? Shall we know one another ? Will conscious- 
ness continue as it was in this world? Will our 
thought-power and love-power remain, and be only 
unfolded and renewed ; or is tliere some strange 
change to come, and a great chasm to be inserted 
between our life here and our experience hereafter?" 
How these questions throng upon us as we come to 
the deatlr-bed of a friend, and follow him down, 
step by step, until the soul passes out ! 
. Oh I if we could only shout the question and have 
it answered on the other side. But it never is 
answered, Christ dies to answer it^ He dies that he 
may rise again ; that he may put the resiurection on 
the bow of the retiring storm, and set in contrast the 
ascension witli the cnicilixion. 



THE disposition to pry into the privacy of do- 
mestic life is, unfortunately, very common, and 
is always dishonorable. The appetite for such knowl- 
edge is to be regarded as morbid, and the indulgence 
of it as disgraceful. 

A family liave a sacred right to privacy. In guard- 
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ing the delicate relations of the household, sccrecj 
becomes a virtue. Even if by chance the private 
affairs of a household are laid open to a stranger, 
honor would require hini to turn from them ; and if a 
knowledge of them were forced upon him, they 
should be locked in a sacred silence. 

A double obligation of silence and secrecy rests 
upon one who is a guest in a family. The turpitude 
of a betrayal of family history by a visitor, is far 
greater than tiieft would be. To pocket half a dozen 
silver spoons would do far less damage, produce far 
less suffering, and be less immoral than tale-bearing. 
It is a tiling so scandalous that it should degrade a 
person and put him out of society. To betray the 
secrets of a household is not only aii odious immor- 
ality, but it is a shame to be on terms with those 
who are known to commit such outrages. They are 
miscreants. They put themselves out of the pale of 
decent society. They should be treated as moral 
outlaws. 

These hungry-eyed wretches who sit in the unsus- 
picious circle of parents and children, treasuring 
their words, spying their weaknesses, misinterpreting 
the innocent liberties of the -household, and tlien run 
from house to house with their shameless news, are 
worse than poisoners of wells or burners of houses. 
They poison the faith of man in man. If one opens 
his mouth to tell you such things, with al! your might 
smite him in the face ! There are two actions which 
justify you in instantly knocking a man down : tlie 
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one is die act of pointing a gun at you in sport, and 
the other is the attempt to tell you a secret, whicli it 
is disgraceful for him to get and for you to hear. 
Make no terms with such people. Tale-bearers have 
no rights. They are common enemies of good men. 
Hunt, harry, and hound them out of good society. 
They are the worst of pests save one, and that is 
the listener to the tale-bearer. 

There could be no tattling if there was no one to 
hear. It tafees an eaj- and a tongue to make, a scan- 
dal. Greedy listening is as dishonorable as nimble 
tattling. There is the open market where the tongue 
sells its ill-gotten wares. Some there are who wil\ 
not repeat again what tliey hear, but they are mlling 
to listen to it ! They will not trade in contraband 
goods, but they will buy enough of the smu^ler foi 
family use ! 

These respectable listeners are tlxe patrons of tat- 
tlers. It is tlie ready market that keeps tale-bearing 
brisk. It is a shame to listen to ill of your neighbor. 
Christian benevolence demands that you do not love 
ill-news. A clean heart and a true honor rejoice in 
kindly things. It should be a pain and sorrow to 
know of any thing that degrades your neighbor in 
your eyes, even if he is your enemy ; how much 
more if he is your friend ? 
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HERE are several threads. That is silk, that is 
cotton, that is woollen, and that is Jinen. You 
cannot change them by any amount of carding, or 
dyeing, or spinning, or manipulation of any kind; 
hut you can determine that tiiat silk thread shall be 
a pair of stocldngs, a dress, or a foolish window-cur- 
tain. You can determine what fabric it shall make; 
but it is going to be silk when it is manufactured. 

You cannot change the fundamental nature of fac- 
ulties but you can dctennine what a particular 
faculty shall do You can take silk and cotton, and 
put them together, and detennine what they sliall be 
Tihen they are combined; and education simply 
undertakes to determine what the faculties shall be 
when brought into partnerships. By their combina- 
tion It represses some, or limits them to certain 
degrees of manifestation. It determines not what 
they are but wh^t they shall be permitted or inspired 
to do The drection of faculties, and not the 
changing, of then nature, is the appropriate business 
of educUion 



I WAS reading tlie other day that on the shores 
of the Adriatic Sea, the wives of fishermen, 
whose husbands have gone far off upon tlie deep, are 
in the habit at even-tide of going down to the sea- 
shore, and singing, as female voices only can, the 
first stanza of a beautiful hymn ; after they have 
sung It they listen, till they hear borne by the wind 
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across the desert sea the second stanza, sung by their 
gallant husbands as they are tossed by the gale upon 
the waves ; and bodi are iiappy, PerJiaps if we- could 
listen we too might hear on this desert world of ours 
some sound, some whisper borne from afar, to remind 
ua that there is a heaven and a home ; and when we 
sing die hymn upon the shores of earth, perhaps we 
shall hear its sweet echo breaking in mnsic upon 
the sands of time, and cheering the hearts of them 
that are pilgrims and strangers, and look for a city 
that hath foundations. 

Dr. fokti Cttmrnixg. 

THERE are thousands of persons who are kept 
out of die kingdom of God because they are 
sucli enormous caters. You are gluttons, a great 
many times, many of you, long before men call you 
gluttons. Who is a glutton P That man who eats 
so much that he cannot think clearly ; that man who 
eats so much tliat his disposition is affected ^ — -he is 
a glutton. If you cat those things and drink those 
things whicli lower yoiu- power to act as an intel- 
ligent moral being ; or if yoti eat so much and drink 
so much as to incapacitate yourself to act as tm in- 
telligent moral being — you are a glutton. Some 
men are gluttons occasionally ; some are gluttons in 
spots ; and some are gluttons at the close of the day. 
There are some men who will not eat much in the 
morning, because they know that excessive eating 
then will unfit them for the duties of the day ; but 
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who, at night, swamp down their whole nature with 
inordinate gormandizing. And what is it that hin- 
ders such men from becoming Chnstians ? It is 
gluttony. 



JESUS CHRIST DIVINE. — Napoleon, on the 
rock of St. Helena, said to General Bertraiid, " I 
know man, and I teil you Christ was not a man. 
Everything about Christ astonishes me. His spirit 
overwliehns and confounds me. There is no com- 
parison between liim and any other being. He 
stands single and alone. Alexander, Cresar, Charle- 
magne, and I, have founded empires ; but on wliat 
rests die creation of our genius ? On force. Jesus 
alone founded his kingdom on love ; and at this hour 
millions, of men would die for him." 

NOTHING can be more beautiful than a loving 
household. There is no garden, there is no 
beauty in the heaven, nor upon the earth in the fair- 
est days of the most favored seasons, that for one 
moment can compare with tire beauty of a loving 
household. Parents with their childi'en, interlocked 
in love, screened from the outward world, housed and 
harbored and imparadised— few sights are more 
beautiful, and few experiences are more delightful. 
We do not know how happy we are wliile the hap- 
piness is passing. With aU the cares, the anxieties, 
the watchings, the labors, the sicknesses, tlie memory 
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witnesse3 thatfliere was, — -after all, no period of life 
when there was so mucli or so various enjoyment as 
in the early days of the family, while the cliildren 
where yet young, were entirely under the parental 
control, and were simple and loving. 



IT is the material that leads us downward, Oui 
gioss instincts join us to earth j it is man's im 
pulses and passions binding him to the outward and 
the material that have ever proved his ruin. It was 
the appetite indulged in the garden of Eden that led 
to sin, and it is always by the visible and the material 
that man is led astray. If you can break that bond 
of thought, and divorce man awhile from the mater- 
ial, let him forget the ties that bind him to the earth ; 
let him be free from the impulses that draw him 
downward ; let him feel that he is joined with eternity, 
and his home is the eternity to come ; let him think 
of kindred dear that have just gone beyond the vale ; 
Jet him commune with tlie invisible and the eternal, 
■ — and you give to his thoughts elevation and sub 
limity. Now, it is thus liiat the Christian Church, by 
imparting thoughts of this class, is leading man away 
from the visible, making him a better man. 

LET no man's, at least no believer's, heart fail 
because of tliis king of terrors. Though thou- 
. sands fail beside us, though ten lliousand expire ?X 
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our right hand, and though we ourselves must quickly 
give up the ghost ; yet the word is gone out of oui 
Redeemer's mouth, and it shall not return unfulfilled, 
— "I will swallow up death in victory." He shall 
stand at the latter day upon the eaith ; he shall say to 
tlie grave. Give up ; and to the sea. Keep not back ; 
release my sons from your dark confinement, and re- 
store my daughters to their everlasting Fathei-'s arms. 
Then sliall we lead him captive, whose captives we 
were, and triumph eternally over this last enemy. In 
the mean time, let us lay all our help, all our guilt, 
upon the divine Author of our faith, and Captain of 
our salvation. So shall we no longer be in bondage 
through fear of death ; but, with the saints of old, 
overcome through the blood of the Lamb ; overcome 
the dread, even while we sink beneath the stroke, of 
this our mortal foe. 



IT talces two things to make a violet, — tlie root 
and the season. The season cannot make a 
violet without any root, and the root cannot make a 
violet ivithout any season. These two tilings must 
go together, or there can be no violet. If the thread 
is there, and the spinner is there, working together, 
they will make the garniture of the summer. 

And so it is with the human soul. God makes 
nothing without the germs in you, and the germs in 
you make nothing without God ; and when tliese 
germs are brought under the influence of God's love, 
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and they feadi out and accept diese things, then 
comes on the garden of the Lord in the human soul. 



IT is a comraoji saying of some men in tlie world 
that children are not old enough to select theif 
own religion, and that it is not fair to prejudice dieir 
minds beforehand. " Wait," they say, " till the child 
has anived at years of discretion, and then let him 
take his clioice." That is about as wise as it would 
be for a man to say in respect to his field, " I am not 
going to prejudice that field in favor of wheat, or corn, 
or any other kind of grain, so I will let it remain un- 
cultivated for ten years. " And at the end of the ten 
years Canada thistles, and burdock, and all manner 
of weeds have got in, and gone to seed, so that for a 
foot deep it is one complete mass of germinating mis- 
* chiefs. And that is the result of what he calls letting 
his ground alone. If you will agree that the devil 
shall not sow any seeds in the vacant mind of the 
child till he is twenty-one, then I will consent diat no 
steps sliall be taken toward forming his religion till 
he is twenty-one. But you are to make a distinction 
between moral training and dogma. It is not neces- 
sary that the child sliould have any particular theory 
on election, or moral government, as between the 
Methodists, the Baptists, the Presbyterians, and die 
Episcopalians. These external questions he need 
not adjust till he is older. But moral training is a 
part of education ; and you might as well say that you 
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will not train a cliild's hand till he is twenty-one, as 
to say that you will not train his conscience, his 
sense of right and wrong, his power to discriminate 
biitween tnith and lie, till he is twenty-one. It is 
your duty to train the child, and you do him no in- 
justice in guiding his morals and leading him into the 
path of rectitude. You may let his theological train- 
ing go, but bis religious training ought to be a matter 
of every-day life. 



A DYING girl said to her mother, " Ma, I don't 
want to die, for I saw where they put Susy 
when she died. The grave is a cold, gloomy plax^. 
Won't you die and go into the ground widi me ? I 
am afraid to go alone. " The mother could say 
nothing. She only looked out of the window and 
sobbed. At length the father came in, and die dying 
child said tlie same thing to him. Witli broken 
words he told her about Jesus ; that her parents could 
not die and be buried with her ; that she must look to 
God to be witli her. She turned her iace to the wall 
very sadly, and after thinking a long time, roused 
herself and said, " Papa! mamma! I don't want you 
to die and go with me. I am not afraid to die now. 
I have asked Jesus to be with me. He has been in 
the grave. He promises to take care of us. He 
will go with me. " 
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I HAVE read thy record, O mistress of the house ! 
I say, woman, I have read thy record, and it is 
enough ; I need not cross thy threshold ; I do not 
want to see thy magnificent temple ; I never wish to 
sit in thy splendid halls. It is enough ; I am satis- 
fied Rather would I sleep nightly in my shroud, 
and sit on my coffin, and have my gravestone in the 
wall of my study, and live in a vault forever, than I 
would enter that house of feasting. Good God, may 
t be kept from sinful mirth ! May I be kept from 
the house of sinful feasting I May I never be 
tempted to cross that threshold I Oh, thou young 
man, who art enchanted by its gayety, charmed by its 
music, stay, stay ! for every plank in the floor is rotten, 
every stone that is there is dug from the quarries of 
hell ; and if thou enterest into that mansion, thou 
shalt find that her steps lead down to hell, and go 
down to the chambere of everlasting woe. 

Rev. C. H SfurgeM. 

IF you get an invitation to a wedding, and an 
invitation to a funeral, lay the funeral note on 
the top. Do not disdain togo tliere, O son of God ! 
for the Holy Ghost will so reveal Jesus, by the bed- 
side of the mourner, that it will be to thee a Betliel. 



MAN was not made to be stagnant. The' 
sails are for the breeze, and for progress. 
There is no Castle of Indolence in all our gnodly 
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land. Tliere is no languid happiness, no lethargic 
Christianity. He who would steer clear of all ex- 
citement may as well bid adieu to the coast of joy, 
which is the highest excitement. 

Re^. J. W. Ale:camlir. 



A 



N idler is a watch that wants both hands ; 
As useless if it goes as when it stands. 



WE have read of a certain youth, in tlie early 
days of Christianity — diose periods of his 
toric suffering and heroic patience and legendary- 
wonder to which I call your attention — we read of 
a Christian youth on whom his persecutors put in 
practice a more than common share of their ingenu- 
ity, that by his torments {let those who can or will go 
through tlie horrible details) they might compel him 
to deny his Lord and Saviour. 

After a long endurance of those pains diey re- 
leased him, in wonder at his obstinacy. His Chris- 
tian brethren are said to have wondered, too, and to 
have asked him by what mighty faith he could stand 
even fire, as that neither a cry nor a groan escaped 
him. 

"It was indeed most painful," was the noble 
youth's reply; " but an angel stood by me when my 
anguish was at the worst, and with his finger pointed 
to heaven." 

O thou, whoever thou art, that art tempted to 
20 
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commit a sin, do thou think on death, and that 
thought will be an angel to thee ! The hope of 
heaven will raise thy courage above the fire-cast 
threatenings of the world; the fear of hell will rob 
its persuasions of all their endiantment : and the 
very extremity of their trial may itself contribiite to 
animate thy exertions by the tliought tliat the greater 
will be thy reward hereafter. 



T 



HE way to bliss lies not on beds of down, 
And he that had no cross, deserves no crown. 



A MAN'S body is his chariot. Some are put into 
a broken-down, rickety vehicle, and the cliief 
business of their life is taking care of it. Their 
thought, perpetually, is of healtli, of takir.g care of 
the animal frame that is committed to them. 

Nay, a man's phj-sical organization determines a 
great many things that are known to be vita! to one s 
success in life. Whether jour child shill Ine bj 
brain-work or hand-work depends very mu h on the 
organization of his body If he is so oii,aniz(,d at 
birth that iiis strength lies in bone and muscle no 
fondness on your part, and no wish on hi': w II alter 
the fact that he is made to be a mam al worker 
There is such a thing as a dassificition of those that 
work. ^Ve may say what we please about the m 
equalities of society, but one thing is certain — that 
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men who work with the brain rank higher, and al- 
ways will rank higher, than those who work under 
the brain's direction, with the mere bone and muscle. 
In other words, the higher the range of faculties with 
which you work, die liigher is your rank, and the 
higher is tlie price of your work. And men may be 
said to be divided, at birdi, into brain-workers and 
hand-workers ; and hand-workers are the subordi- 

Aud even among these, birth classifies again ; for 
if a man is born clumsy, awkward, not over-bright, 
and is simply able to do work that is laid out for him, 
he ranks lower than tlie man who, though he may 
not be a thinker, is born, with skill and aptness of 
finger. 

And when our children come into life, it is as 
clearly marked down tiiat some shall serve others, 
as it is marked down that a ton's weight sliall surpass 
a pound's weight. The difference of lengths, the dif- 
ference of numbers, tlie difference of quantities, the 
difference of material qualities, is not more absolute- 
ly fixed in the decrees of God than are men's futures 
relatively fixed in the simple fact of physical organi- 



YOU have seen the story, I presume, about the 
man who had been gathering remnants for 
making paper, and who put them through a chemical 
process by which all the color and stains were re- 
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moved, so ttat the paper would become white. After 
a long experience, he stated that the hardest color to 
make white was crimson; the most difficult to be 
bleached out by any possible chemical process was die 
crimson. And yet, though our sins are like scarlet 
and crimson, the blood of Christ takes eveiy stain 



A MAN'S eyes were given to him to see widi ; but 
only a few have found that out. A man's ears 
were given to him to hear with ; but there is litdc 
that he does hear except tittle-tattle. There are 
many diings that you should hear, but that you do 
not hear. There is so much given, diat, if a man 
has curiosity and application he might just as well 
throw out a net into the sea swarming with fish, and 
bring it back empty, as to throw out his observation 
and not bring back full hands. There is not a time 
that you walk through the street, when, if you em- 
ployed your senses, you would not learn something 
wortli wliile. The world is full of lore and knowl- 
edge and it comes knocking at the door of observa- 
tion ; but still it is trne, " Eyes have they, but they 
see not ; they have ears, but they hear not." 



IT is (he nature of God to draw men toward good- 
ness. That is die thing that he loves best, that 
he follows himself, and that his influence tends to 
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produce. Men draw men by the nature that tlioy 
have — some toward one thing, and some toward 
another j some toward things that are bright and 
cheerful, and some toward things that arc dark and 
desponding. Some men stir up in you all that which 
is good : some men seem perpetually to ranlde in 
you by their inSuence. The difference between one 
man and another is not to be measured by what they 
say and by what they do, alone. Wlien some men 
have been present with me, I know not why, but I 
am a better man. Yes, I do know why. It is be- 
cause, although they may not have had a lesson in 
their mind, although they may not have had an in- 
tention of doing anything, the way in which tlicir 
mind acted was such as to strike those salient fcel- 
ii^s in me that are manly and noble. Their look ; 
what they did not say, as much as what they did; 
their whole bearing, gave hfe to that part which 
should live in me; and, without intending it, they 
left me a legacy, an annuity, and I was a better man. 
When others have been with me, though no improper 
sentence has escaped their lips; though they have 
done nothing wrong; though certainly they have had 
no intention of evi!, ■ — my hope is drugged, my fear is 
awakened, my suspicions are on the alert, my sweet- 
mindedness is gone, and sour predominates in me. 
I do not suppose that vinegar means to be sour, but 
it is sour. And so with many men there is a nature of 
tilings that goes with character. 

Now, it is the nature of the divine mind to lift 
30* 
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ap, to cheer, to encourage, to sweeten, to help, to 
strengthen. It is the nature of God to draw men 
toward that which is right, pure, trutliful, equitable, 
noble, — in short, royal. 



IT is said of man, as he thinketh in his heait, so is 
he. A man's thoughts form his character. A 
man may, to all public appearance, be a pure man, 
and yet, if he is indulging unclean and unholy 
thoughts in his mind, he is forming a base character 
and is becorning a base man. If a man be intending 
to wrong, though he may not utter it with his lips ; 
though he may not communicate the conception to 
his dearest friend, — he is destroying his own true 
chaa^cter. The world is oftentimes astonished by 
■ base actions on the part of men supposed previously 
to liave been good. It is an old saying that no man 
becomes suddenly base. It is by entertaining wrotig 
conceptions by indulging wrong thoights, by fa- 
lailionzmg himself with impropei scenes, and by 
liarbormi, wrong purposes that the b^niers against 
sin are finally broken down and he la led to the 
commi'jsion of ev ! and wheievei there are influ- 
ences favonng such thoughts, society is unsafe. 



YOUNG people want to begin further along 
than they arc able to. They want to keep 
house as twenty years of successful and fruitful 
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industry have enabled other men to do it. They 
measure everything on tlie pattern of somebody else. 
There is a want of self-respect founded on one's 
good breeding and fundamental honesty. And ex- 
travagance is ulniosl invariably rnarried to dis- 
honesty. 



WE read that a few months since a balloon 
ascended on the western edge of the plains 
of New England. One mile up it encountered a 
stratum of cloud a thousand feet thick ; emei^ing 
from this, it ascended to the deep blue ; when four 
miles above tlie earth, a pigeon was let loose, which 
dropped like lead into the deptlis below ; higher up 
profound silence reigned, and five miles above the 
earth, everything freezes, and the atmosphere is too 
thin to sustain life. The steerer, as he watches his 
instruments, finds his eyes grow dim ; he puts forth 
his liand to get a bottle of brandy near by, but the 
arm obeys not the will; he tries to speak to his 
comrade who is steering, but no voice issues from 
his lips. The rope fortunately conies in ; his hands 
are perfectly stiff; he applies his teeth, and the 
balloon begins to descend. One minute more of 
inaction on the part of that steersman and die air- 
sliip would have floated where and how long, with its 
two frozen corpses, into the wide reaUns of space, 
God only knows. So it is with these endiusiasts, 
who, not content with beholding His improvement 
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in the ordinaiy walks of the world, seek, by suffering 
of the flesh, by social isolation and mental crucifix- 
ion, to construct a balloon by which they may pierce 
the skies and pluck holiness from them. That 
scheme fails. 



HAVE you never seen a wingless insect that 
had fallen into a glazed dish, and watched his 
efforts to get ontP How nimble he is ! and how he 
is forever running round and round and round liis 
little prison ! But it is all to no purpose. So it is 
with the business maji. He runs round and round 
and round the slippery rim and the narrow bottom 
of a glazed dish, and cannot get out ! And is it 
strange that one finds it difficult to escape from his 
low and sordid condition, if he cannot fly nor lift 
himself up? If he shall escape, there must bo some 
way to give him wings to fly with. So long as he 
says, " My life must be confined within tliis curcle of 
material things," he will run round and round, insect- 
like, and die there. There is no help for liim. If 
to gain the world you are wiOing to lose your own 
sou!, it is a bargain, and it cannot be helped. But 
what shall it profit you? — that is another question. 
And if there be men that say to me, " I believe, Mr. 
Beecher, that I ought to become a Christian, but I 
am so tied up by my business that I have not time 
and strength to do it," — very well ; I do not know 
but you are right ; probably you are ; and all I have 
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to say to you is, " I am sorry in my soul : farei 
and forever ! " 



BLESSED be God that we live in an age of news- 
papers and books. For books — they never 
grow old or require spectacles. They never become 
giay-liaired. They never need sleep. Their voice 
is never harsh. Nor are diey ever dull. Wise 
books, wisely selected, are immortal companions 
that bloom with eternal youth, and that are our 
companions and our teachere at one and the same 
time. Blessed be they that know how to love and to 
cherish good books. 



A MAN lliat loves Christ, loves work. A dys- 
peptic Christian dreads work. A lazy Christian 
shirks it. What a hospital is many a church ! Here 
lies one poor man, down with a paralysis of faith. 
Here is another laid up by a sprain which he got by 
a sudden fall into temptation. Here is one whom 
the fever of passion has burnt out ; he looks hardly 
worth die medicine to cure hira. Alas! for another — 
he is under pastoral treatment for the blindness of 
unbelief; and for another, whose gaping wound re- 
veals tlie spot where Satan's fiery dart went in ! 
Here too are a whole dozen who skulked into the hos- 
pital with bandages on, just to " get rid of the draft," 
from Sunday-schools and mission labors. A revival 
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commonly clears £he church-hospital. But a long 
period of spiritual declension crams it to the door- 
way. Oh, what need tliat he who went through 
Galilee healing all manner of diseases, should come 
into some churches whose atmosphere is loaded ■ivith 
the effluvia of incipient putrefaction! 

I WAS called, once, to a consultation in reference 
to a young man belonging to a large establish- 
ment, who was detected in some criminal act ; and 
in a confidential interview that I had with him, he 
told me that it was not because he was in need that 
he yielded to the temptation, but because he wanted 
property. His dishonesty was simply the result of 
avarice. And if a young man abuses his trust and 
is dishonest, there is not a word to be said in his 
'justification. And how full of horror the employer 
is, as he may justly be ! And yet, that very employ- 
er will go into the market, and, in a diiferent way, 
practise the same tiling upon another merchant, and 
get his goods from laim by metliods that are dishon- 
est. Wliile he is horror-stricken at his clerk's con- 
duct, he docs the same thing without horror, that the 
clerk has done, and from the same motive that the 
clerk did it — an excessive greediness — a fierce 
lust for gain. 

Pleasure next conies in as a strong inducement. 
There are many young men who have enough to 
support them ; but that is not all that they want, 
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They have bad companions witli whom they associ- 
ate. These companions are not very temperate. 
They smoke, and so, of course, they drink. I do 
not mean that among all men that smoke, drinking 
is a handmaid vice; but I say that smoking leads, 
or tends to lead, to the other vice. And smoking 
and drinking are very expensive. And the expense 
does not stop with these habits. In the city, young 
men that smoke and drink, wishing to see life, resort 
to the theatre. And the theatre is never done when 
it is out. There are other scenes to be witnessed 
besides those that are presented on the public stage. 
And all these things cost money. And the young 
man pays, week in and week out, his bill for what is 
calltA pleasure. He drinks when he does not care 
to, because he must do as the other boys do ; and 
he goes to places that do not interest him, for tlie 
same reason. 

And his expenses are much greater tlian his allow- 
ance. Some men are said to live on a salary of a 
thousand, and spend five thousand. But when a 
man receives one thousand, and spends five, he must 
steal four somewhere. 



PRIDE has tripped majiy a soul and kept it back 
from Christ. Every sinner has his full share 
of this ; some more than their share. Naaman, the 
Syrian, had like to have lost his life through this 
snare. He wished to be saved like a gentleman j 
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but he had to give in, and go to the Jordan like a 
filthy leper. When you undertake to dictate to God 
just how he shall save you, it is sheer pride that is 
keeping you back. Wlicn you refuse to go down in 
the dust before Christ's cross, and confess guilt, and 
cry out, " God be merciful to me a sinner ! " pride is 
the lurking devil that is plucking at your skirts. If 
you are saved at all, it must be on God's terms, and 
in God's way, and in his good time. Count it the 
greatest marvel of Divine generosity that God is 
willing to save so perverse a sinner at all. But if 
you are lost, the inscription whicli truth will write 
over you will be, "Perished through pride." 



OTHER persons are kept out of the kingdom 
of God by excessive laziness and serai-sleep. 
Many persons sleep eight or ten hours during the 
twenty-four, and then are half-asleep sixer eight more. 
That man is substantially asleep who is not suf- 
ficiently awake to know tiie direction he is going, to 
have a clear discernment of the condition he is in, 
and to have control of himself. For not that man 
alone is in darkness who has no lamp, but that man 
also whose lamp burns so feebly as to be of no ser- 
vice, so that he might as well be without a light. 
And, in the use of the reason, that man is not awake 
wlio is simply not asleep. I believe there ax-e a 
great many here to-night for whom it is impossible 
to enter into the kingdom of God, on account of 
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these low physical conditions of life. There are 
things that it is unusual and improper to state in 
public which, aie destroying men, body and soul. I 
know that there are many men who are wasting their 
lives, who are draining out the very life-blood of their 
being. No parent teaches them ; no physician 
warns them ; and no minister dare, out of a respect- 
able pulpit, say the things that they need to Iiave 
said to them. You are ruining yourselves by indul- 
gence. Some of you know what I mean. And yet, 
under these very circumstances, men will say, "I 
wonder if it is not election that keeps me out of tlie 
kingdom of God?" Election ! You know what it is 
that keeps you out of tlie kingdom of God. You 
know what guilty practice it is. You know what se- 
cret it is. You know what that subterranean cuiTcnt 
is tliat rolls damnation to damnation. It is sin ; it is 
wrong known and aOowed ; and if you arc to be 
saved, you must strive. There are many of you who 
are in the hands of an inexorable tyrant ; there are 
many of you in the liands of a fiery tyrant ; there are 
many of you in the liands of a spider tyrant, whose 
web, most invisible, is winding about you and entang- 
ling you ; and if you are to be saved, it is high time 
that you should strive to enter into the kingdom of 
God. 
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SIMPLY go on as you have begun — simply 
" neglect the great salvation " — and you will 
make your everlasting ruin sure. Many foolish, 
faithless parents have stood by tlie grave of a child 
which they dug with their own liands. How ? Did 
they administer slow poison, or strike an assassin- 
knife through tlie young heart ? No : but tliey killed 
their child just as surc;ly, "by simple neglect of the 
first laws of health. Many a father, too, lias wrung 
his hands in agony before the prison-cell whicli held 
a ruined son, or over tiie letter which told him of a 
son's disgrace, and on those very hands rested the guilt 
of that boy s ruin. Why ? Had they led that son into 
Sabbath-brealdng, or theft, or profligacy ? No : but 
they had let the youth alone, and left him to msh 
into them unrestrained. Neglect was the boy's ruin. 
There is no need that the man in a skiff amid 
Niagara's rapids should row toward the cataract; 
resting on his oars is quite enough to send him over 
the awful verge. 



IMAGINE, if you please, a spider attempting to 
bring up a bumble-bee according to a spider's 
nature. What work would be made? Imagine a 
dove in whose nest had been left a little eaglet at- 
tempting to bring it up as though it was a dove, and 
according to a dove's theory and notion. Imagine 
a mole attempting to maie a mouse or a rat burrow 
and work under ground, and have no eyes, "and only 
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a snout. Imagine any thing attempting to impose its 
inward nature on any thing that has a different inward 
nature. We see the folly of tliis as applied to lowet 
animals and birds ; but it is precisely as foolish as 
applied to men. It is preposterous for a stem man 
to govern a pliable child according to the law of 
sternness, or for a soberman to govern a genial child 
according to the law of sobriety. 

Rs,,. U. W. Becckcr. 

MEN'S lives sliould be like die day, more beau- 
tiful in the evening ; or, like the summer, 
aglow with promise ; and lite tlie autumn, ricli with 
the golden sheaves, where the good works and deeds 
have ripened on the field, 

WE should have a purpose, an aim in life. That 
vessel is a noble structure, its timbers solid 
and strong, and put together with the greatest artistic 
skill, and firmly bolted. In form she is exactly 
adapted to the sea, beautifully painted, and well 
rigged with masts, sails, compass, and helm. A joy- 
ous company are on board, and they launch out uiJon 
the ocean. They have no port in view, but yield 
themselves to hilarious and joyous amusements, 
reckless of sun and storm. Shipwi-eck and destruc- 
tion will assuredly be the fate of that vessel and crew. 
There is a bare possibility that they may be drifted 
to some pleasant and desirable haven, some beauti 
fill golden shore. But no reasonable man would risk 
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life or property on such a voyage. Such is the des- 
perate venture of him who enters on hfe's journey 
witliout a plan. There is no reasonable prospect of 
other result than lamentable failure. Will tlie be- 
wildered traveller, at night, entangled in the morass, 
be likely, by following the will-of-the-wisp that sports 
before him, to reacli solid ground, and some delight- 
ful and gorgeous mansion ? Even less probable is it 
that he who has no plan will attain any desirable suc- 
cess in life. 



WHEN men are prosperous, and are making 
money, and considering themselves rich, I 
wonder that it so seldom comes home to them that 
they are liable to reverses, which shall plunge their 
families into the utmost pecuniary distress. Men 
know that business is subject to fluctuations, and that 
nothing is more frequent than that men should in one 
year have all the comforts and advantages of wealth, 
and the next year be stripped bare. But a vicious 
hopefulness prevents them from realizing that they 
shall ever be subject to this fate whicli befalls otliers. 
Men expect to live ; they do not anticipate bank- 
ruptcy. When times change, and the pinch comes, 
it is too late for them to raalie provision for the family. 
The wife, the children, the whole household, are 
suddenly plunged into distress. Indeed, much as the 
business man suffers for himself, his own pangs are 
tiie least part of the suffering. 
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I have lived long enough to see the ?ieri;hrow of 
a great many families because the father, believing 
that he should live and always keep them in com- 
fortable circumstances, had neglected to make ai\ 
independent provision for them. 

At the man's deadi, the estate proves either insol- 
vent, or is reduced to a minimum. The wife, not^ 
trained to business, is obliged to settle the estate by 
agents. What with unskilful management, careless- 
ness, or even sometimes deliberate fraud, die residu- 
um melts in her hands, and tiie widow, widi five or 
six young children to be fed, clothed, and educated, 
finds herself alone and penniless ! Habits cannot 
be changed in a day. She lias not been trained to 
business. She may have been a good housekeeper, 
but now slie must earn money, which is a very diifer- 
ent diing from ordering a household skilfully. Some, 
utterly ovennatched, break down under the trial, and 
the children are scattered like young pai-tridges 
whose mother the hawk has devoured. 

I believe it to be tlie duty of every man who is 
prosperous, out of debt, and making money, to set- 
tie upon his ivife a certain amount of property, which 
shall not be affected by either his bankruptcy or his 
death. This may be done by a life insurance — 
especially if it be a policy wliicli is not forfeited by 
neglect of payment. But a still better way is to settle 
upon the wife a good house, and the furniture. Then, 
if misfortune comes, the man wiU still have a home. 
He will be secure at the root, and may begin again 
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with some hope. If death takes away the father, the 
nest remains. The children do not need to be scat- 
Some persons have questioned whetlier a scrupu- 
lous honesty would allow one to hold back from cre- 
ditors any part of a husband's property. A settle- 
ment of property on another, while debt hangs over 
it, either for the sake of avoiding payment of debt, 
or of securing t!ie family, would be fraudulent, dis- 
honest, and wicked. But if, while clear of debt, tlie 
husband settles property on his wife for the just 
maintenajice of herself and childre 1 s af er debts 
liave no more claim upon that pro er y tl an f he 
had sold and transferred it to a ne ^1 bor ns ea 1 of 
to his own wife. No man has a r^lt to leave a 
family, whom he has accustomed to affl e ice hable 
•to sudden and wasting poverty. A 1 o nade 
betimes, in property, for the safe y of liis fa ly in 
case of his death or bankruptcy, n ay be accepted 
and employed by the most sensitive conscience. I 
write strongly on the subject, because I have seen so 
much distress arising from the want of such precau- 
tion. 

Rev. H. W. Beeiker, ia Ledser. 



AND ob I what shall we sec of order then ! I 
stand and gaze at the heavens. I see a planet 
pursumg its course onward, and tlien it seems to 
pause and turn back again. And why? I am not 
standing at the centre. If I were standing at the 



Hn^lcdbyGoOglc 



LIFE THOUGHT!!. 347 

sun, I would see that movement tliat now seems so 
irregular — forward and backward — to be steadily 
onward. I would see tliat planet moving in its orbit 
coming to the time to a moment, for thousands of 
years, keeping step with the great movement of the 
universe, joining in die music of the heavenly choirs, 
and would behold wisdom, regularityj beauty, and 
glory everywhere displayed. So, when I am out of 
harmony with God's plans, not seeing his designs, the 
world is all confusion and darkness : wrong is tri- 
lunphiag; empires are rising and falling widiout 
order ; there is no clue to histoiy ; battles, revolu- 
tions, convulsions, are witliout object or aim. 

But let me stand at the centre ; let me compre- 
hend the plans of Infinite Wisdom, and I see society 
in all its movements steadily advancing. Great ideas 
are being diffused. In every change I recognize the 
hand of God. 



THE man who walks in the way of God passes 
through death as dnoiigh a temporary gloom, 
but he slill pursues the even tenor of his way ; what 
he did on earth lie shall do in heaven, only he shall 
do it better and after a nobler sort. On earth he 
loved his God, in heaven he shall do the same ; on 
earth ho found his joy in a sight of Christ, in heaven 
he shall enjoy that sight more near and unveiled; on 
eardi he loved the true, and the right, and the good, 
and in heaven he shall dwell in the midst of the city 
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that is of piire gold, and whose light is brighter than 
the sun, where only holiness and perfection are ad- 
mitted. He sliall not even change his company, for 
the church militant in which he fought on earth is 
also the church triumphant with which he shall reign 
for ever and ever in heaven. 

RcTi. C. H. Sparseon. 

THY way, not mine, Lord ! 
However dark it be ; 
Lead me by thine own liand, 
Choose gut tlie path for me. 

Smooth let it be, or rough. 

It will be still tlie best ; 
Winding or straight, it leads 

Right onwaid to thy rest. 

I dare not choose my lot , 

I would not if I might ; 
Choose thou for me, my God ; 

So shall I walk aright. 

I REMEMBER well being taken one day to see 
a gorgeous palace at Venice, where every piece 
of furniture was made witli most exquisite taste, and 
of the richest material, where statues and pictures of 
enormous price abounded on all liands, and the floor 
of eacli room was paved witii mosaics of marvellous 
art and extraordinary value. As I was shown from 
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room to room, and allowed to roam amid the treas- 
ures by its courteous owner, I felt a considerable 
timidity. I was afraid to sit down an3"where, nor did 
I hardly dare to put down my foot, or rest my hand 
to lean. Every thing seemed to be too good for or- 
dinary mortals like myself; but when one is intro- 
duced into tlie gorgeous palace of infinite goodness, 
costlier and fairer far, one gazes wonderingly with 
reverential awe at the matchless vision. " How ex- 
cellent is thy loving-kindness, O God ! " I am not 
worthy of the least of all thy benefits. Oh, the 
depths of tlie love and goodness of the Lord ! 

Reii. C. n. Sfargson. 

AN invalid detects tiie first symptom of returning 
health in the new relish for tiie once loathed 
trencher of bread or rasher of bacon. He craves 
food. So does a healdiy child of God. He enters 
church on Sabbath morning positively hungry — not 
for an intellectual tickle or a spiced pastry, but for 
the simple bread of life Christ Jesus, for truth to grow 
by, for the strong meat of the Word of God. He 
builds that truth into his soul, as food is built into 
die physical frame. Nor does he satisfy liis soul- 
hunger with truth alone. He craves the indwelling 
of the Holy Ghost. He hungers for a sanctified 
heart. He yearns after a similitude to Christ. And 
every diing that makes him like Christ he relishes. 
It is delightful to preach to hungry Christians : you 
know just what they crave ; and the Dibic larder is 
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always full, while the paslry-sho]i of a confections 
in poetry is often full of emptiness. 



On ! if I were to gaze on yon lieavens, and in 
some clear, starry niglit should see some orb, 
unli.nown before, shining in those heavens, how I 
would watch it ! Every astronomer would turn his 
glass toward it, would calculate its magnitude and 
position, and ask why this new world was created to 
shine amidst the older consteOations. We might not 
be able perfectly to determine tiie great ptu-poses of 
die Creator, but we would hail it with joy. So, 
young man, young woman, he sends you into society 
to be as a light "Ye are th^ light of tlie world, ' 
to shine amid the staia which hate preceded )ou, 
and you have your mission that no one i,in take 
from you. You are not here for a moment, bat for 
eternity ; your tunes are in God s hand He leads 
you as mucli as if you saw tlie divine arm encircling 
you. He directs your padiway as fully as though 
he sent his angel to show you every step you 
should taice. 



BUT tliis simple method of preaching, which to 
the world looks so inadequate and so foolish, is 
God's chosen method of saving the world. And this 
with reason. A guide-post may be so wreathed with 
roses as to conceal from your view the very informa 
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tion whicli it is to impart. A path may be so cov- 
ered and overgrown with shmbbery and with flowers 
as to hide from your vision the very way in whidi you 
would walk ; and so may Christ be concealed from 
your vision by the flowers that are wreathed around 
his cross and the superfluity of forms attached to his 
service. So it pleased God, and it pleases liiin still, 
to save men by die simple, single, yet all-potent 
metliod of preaching the word of life 



A MAN who knows how to take his mind with all 
its sensibilities, and bring it into tune with 
divine love, and who knows how to cany it hamioni- 
ously through all the hours of the day, so that it shall 
all the time be in tune with otlier minds, has very 
little to Icarn before he goes to heaven. 



WHEN you dioose your associates, you choose 
on the principle of elective affinity ; but when 
you go on a mission of mercy, you choose on the 
opposite principle. When you choose companions, 
you choose those that are of your own class ; but 
when you choose objects of charity, you choose those 
that are beneath you. When you choose cliildren 
for your own pleasure, you choose those that had 
happy parents, that are happily organized, and that 
are contented and full of merriment ; but when yoii 
go out in search of children that you may benefit 
them, if you see a scrawny, uncombed, swearing. 
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Spiteful little brat, yon say, " I want him. " Why ? 
Because he is so good ? A \vasp is good just as 
much. You say, "The child is a poor, wretched 
creature, and there must be some one to take care 
of him." 

Now, God in heaven administers a realm of per- 
fect character, and diere his administration is witli 
reference to perfect character; but on earth, where 
all men are sinners, and will be siimersj there is a 
mediatorial administration in which the principle of 
benevolence administers and takes men in their sin- 
sickness to help them out of it. And if a man says, 
"Lord, I am fall of corruption," Christ says, "Come 
to me and I will cure you. " And if he says, " I.ord, 
I am so bound up by my passions that I cannot live 
as I would," Christ says, "Dost thou desire to be 
made whole ? " And if the man says, and says truly, 
" I do desire it; but, Lord, my strength is not suffi- 
cient to secure the realization of that desire," Christ 
lias mercy upon him, and supplies him with the addi- 
tional strength tliat he needs. 



DO not stop to pick flaws in others, when Gofl 
sees in thee the huge sin of rejecting the blood 
of Jesus. Do not prate about the " inconsistencie 
of Christians," when your whole life is one long in 
consistency of admitting that religion is the only onf 
thing needful and yet making it less llian nothing. 
There is no inconsistency on earth that corapaics 
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with his who knows that Christ Jesus is willing to 
save him and yet persists in damning his own soul 1 
Whatever you say now in self-excuse, we warn you 
that at the judgment- seat you will be ready to con- 
fess with bitterness of spirit, God was right, and I 
was -wrong. Why not confess lliat now, and act 
upon it, before it is too late? 

Rei^. T. L. Cuyler. 

WHAT a glorious fact it is that there is one 
life that can be held up before the eyes of 
huinanity as a perfect pattern ! There were lips tliat 
never spake nnkindness, that never uttered an un- 
truth ; there were eyes that never looked aught but 
love and purity and bliss ; there were arms tliat never 
closed against wretchedness or penitence ; diere was 
a bosom which never throbbed with sin, nor ever was 
excited by unholy impulse ; tliere was a man free 
from all undue selfishness, and whose life was spent 
in going about doing good. There was One who 
loved all mankind, and loved them more than him- 
self, and who gave himself to die (liat they might 
live ; there was One who went into the gates of death, 
tliat the gates of death might never hold us in ; there 
was One who laid in the grave to talie its damp, its 
coldness, its chill, and its horror, and taught human- 
ity how it might ascend above die grave ; there was 
One who, though he walked on earth, had his con- 
versation in heaven, and took away the curtain that 
hid immortality firom view, and presented us tlie 
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Father God in all his glory and in all his love. 
Such an One is the standard held up in the Church 
of Christ ; it is a Church that rallies round tlie cross 
and that gathers ai'ound Jesns ; and it is because he 
is attractive and lovely and glorious that they arc 
commg from the ends of the earth to see the salva- 
tion of God 



A MAN may stand in the midsi 
harvests, and yet have nothing, because he 
does not choose to receive that whicli blesses other 
men. And so God may fill the world and the ages 
witli a bounty of love, which shall be free to all men, 
and yet, so far as many are concerned, it may be as a 
castle locked up. There is many and many a castle 
in England whose royal owners have gone abroad 
and left the windows curtained, to shut out the best 
thing that God has for us, — tlie light. Witliin are 
pictures, and statues, and a multitude of costly and 
beautiful things ; and the sun comes and pours the 
effulgence of its light on the outside of the structure, 
but cannot penetrate to where these are. The rooi 
tEikes its share, and the walls take their share ; but 
inside it is dark as midnight. The windows ara 
closed, and the doors are closed, and April, May, 
June, July, August, and the whole procession of 
autumnal months roll over the castle, and no light 
and no warmtii is witliin. And yet, what an infinite 
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iibuodaiice of these things is died down upon tlm 
building ! 

Now, men can stand in the solar flood of God's 
love, and be no better for it As the simhght may 
pour on slated roofs, or on briek walls, and nothing 
may grow on them, so the love of God, which is 
infinite, measureless, and boundless, may pour upon 
a man, and he may be a poor wretch. 

The fact, tlien, that God loves, and is so good, 
should lay no foundation for tlie plea tliat men may 
go on and do as they please, and sin as they list. 
The fact tliat God's love is boundless and measure- 
less and infinite, is no evidence that it shall carry 
benefit to all. Though it is witliin the reacli of all, 
and is intended for all, there is not a man born who 
cannot tlirow it away, and be benefited by it For 
tliG love of God, like the sunlight, must be appropri- 
ated to be beneficial. 



THERE is in the parental example, too fre- 
quently, and in the public sentunent of the fam- 
ily a flavor given to smart and ingenious dishonesty 
that sets aside all preceptive teaching. For although 
parents, in words teU their children that honesty is 
tlie best policy ; that dishonesty is wicked, and that 
if tliey indulge in it they will have to give an account 
of it,^ yet, in other ways they teacli them tliaC it is 
mucli to their advantage if tliey practise it adroitly, 
shrewdly, cunningly. A fatlier tells of advantages 
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that he lias gained by a tiirn that was iiot honest , 
by some dashing exploit which carried tlie taint of 
dislionesty in it. It was unexpected and very inge- 
nious, and was rather a brilliant wickedness ; and 
the father seems to diink that it was really charming. 
His child, from hearing his narration, tliinks that the 
abstract quality of honesty is a virtue much to -be 
admired, but tliat vulgar dishonesty in practical life 
is an evil not much to be meddled with by a gentle- 
man. And so, as parents teacli their diildren ab- 
stractly to revere honesty, there is all the time com- 
ing along a counteracting influence tiiat brings the 
child out into life, at last, without correct training 
and a fixed habit in the matter of honesty. 

And in this thing tliere are some children that 
seem as thougli they were unspoilable. Some chil- 
dren are born honest, where, according to every he- 

d ta J la d y ougl t to have been thieves. There 
ar 1 ildr n that, f the} followed the example of 
th 1 t o Id be poiled, but that grow up 
w d tu dy m kty an 1 mtegrity. On the odiei 
h d the e a e m I Idren that seem to be born 
to speak lies quicker than anything else. There 
are children that apparently ai-e born to steal. They 
are the marvel and horror of tiieir parents. 

Now, we are to remember that children are animals 
before they are men. They are all little beasts of 
prey ; they ai'e monkeys ; they are pigs ; Uiey are 
all kinds of creatures endowed with lower instincts, 
and indulging sometimes in this passion, and some- 
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times in that And w are to judge of them from 
tlieii later developments. When children begin to 
act they do not manifest much moral sentiment. 
That is of a subsequent growth. They are unripe. 
And we are not to think that they are coming to tile 
gallows because they falsify and go to the sweetmeat 
jar in childhood. They will not always lie and steal, 
if you are faitiifuL If you take occasion to instruct 
them and train them aright, you need not be alarmed 
to tlrink that they will end badly because there seems 
to be sucli a perverse bias to tlieir mind in the be- 
ginning. Many parents have felt that they were 
rocking a little pirate, when they rocked their child. 
Many parents have felt that God had cursed them 
by giving then a thief witii their first-born. 

Now, many children have this unregulated action 
of the lower passions in early childliood; and in the 
greater number of these cases, if you are faithful to 
instruct their understanding and develop their con- 
science, in a few years tlieir moral sense will come 
up in sufficient strength to put them all right. With 
proper subordination and obedience, such children 
will grow into the love of honesty as much as others ; 
but there must be parental faithfulness. 



A MUDDY stream, flowing into one clear and 
sparkling, for a time rolls along by itself. A 
little further down they unite, and the whole is impure. 
So youth, untouched by sin, mav for a short time 
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keep its purity in foul company, but a little later au J 
they mingle. 

SOME seem to think that a man, to be a Clivis- 
tian, ought to be able not to suffer when suf- 
fering comes j but the ache of suffering is a part of 
its medicine. You might as well say that manliness 
requires that a man should drink bitters, and not 
taste them, and call them sweet, as to say tltat Chris- 
tianity requires that a man slioiild bear suffering, and 
say that it is not suffering. It requires no such thing. 
It does not even require that we should illumine suf- 
fering so that for the present it shall seem joyous. 
A man is not bound, when his companion is taken 
from him, to say, " I am so wonderfully strengthened 
that I have no suffering." A mother is not called 
upon, when slie has given up her child to God, to 
say, " I suffer none." Vou have a right to suffer. 
And God has been pleased to whisper and say, that 
though no afHictions for the present are joyous, but 
grievous, nevertheless afterwardih&y work the peace- 
able fruit of righteousness unto them that are exer- 
cised thereby. 



IF I delight but In some garden, or walk, or gal- 
lery, I would be much in it ; if I love my books, 
I am much with tlieni, and almost unweariedly por- 
ing tliem. The food which I love, I would often 
feed on ; the clothes diat I love, I would often wear ; 
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the recreations which I love, I would often use them ; 
the business whicli I love, I would be much employed 
in. And can I love God, and that above all tiiese, 
and yet have no desires to be with him ? Is it not 
a fai- likelier sign of hatred than of love, wheu the 
thoughts of our appearing before God are our most 
grievous thoughts, and when we take ourselves as un- 
done because we must die and come unto him. 



FRIEN"DSHIP, founded on the principles of 
worldly morality, recognized by virtuous hea- 
then, such as that which subsisted between Atticus 
and Cicero, wliich the last of these illustrious men 
has rendered immortal, is fitted to survive through 
aJl the vicissitudes of life ; but it belongs only £o a 
union founded on religion, to continue through an 
endless duration. The former of these stood tlie 
shock of conflicting opinions and of a revolution 
tliat shook the world; the latter is destined to sur- 
vive when the heavens ar-e no more, and to spring 
fresh from the ashes of die universe. The former 
possessed all the stability which is possible to sublu- 
nary things ; the latter paitakcs of the eternity of 
God. Friendship founded on worldly principles is 
natural, and though composed of die best elements 
of nature, is not exempt from its mutability and 
frailty; the latter is spiritual, and, therefore, un- 
changing and imperishable. The friendship whic.li 
is founded on kindred tastes and congenial habits, 
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apart from piety, is permitted by tlie benignity of 
Providence to embellish a world, wliich, with all its 
magnificence and beauty, w21 shortly pass away; 
that which has religion for its basis wiU ere lor.g be 
transplanted in order to adorn the paradise of God 



ON the summit of a hill in a Western state is a 
court-house so situated tiiat the rain-drops 
^lat fall on one side of the roof descend into Lake 
Erie, and thence through the St. Lawrence into the 
Atlantic ; the drops on the other side trickle down 
from rivulet to river until they reach the Oliio and 
flic Mississippi, and enter the ocean by tlie Gulf of 
Mexico. A faint breath of wind determines the des- 
tination of these rain-drops for tliree thousand miles. 
So a single act determines sometimes a human 
'destiny for lU time and for eternity ! A fashionable 
young man, partially reformed from diinldng habits, 
came home to his father's house, rejoicing in his 
emancipatioQ. His gay, light-hearted sister thought- 
lessly proposed a glass of wine " to drink his safe 
return." He was excited and off his guard ; he 
yielded, and the single glass rekindled a thirst that 
carried him back again into drunkenness. The hand 
that should have sustained him laid him low. If all 
the ruined men who have first received the fatal 
glass from woman's hand could utter dieir testimony, 
how many a drunkard's grave would become vocal 
with terrible upbraidings ! Surely one r-o'tl^ think 
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thdt woman had already suffered enough from the 
poison of this adder to make her refuse to touch tlie 
cup that conceals liis ser^Jent fang. 



NO one can so well see what tliat misery springs 
from wliich is distilled from every man's life 
each day. No one sees the care, and trouble, and 
fret, and anxiety, and things tliat rasp life and make 
it hard, so well as he. No one so well as he traces 
these things back to tlie nerve of wrong, in one form 
or another. No one sees the invisible soul-bouse 
which we are building, but God. We are like bees 
in a dark hive, that fly in from their floral banquets, 
and build, and build, without seeing or knowing 
what they build. We are perpetually, day by day, 
gathering material for our soul-house, and building 
faculty, after faculty, and yet we never see what is 
growing up under our daily manipulation. But God 
sees the style and shape of that dwelhng which we 
are erecting, and sees loo often that it is a house for 
the torment of the soul. And because God so loves, 
and loves so much, he deeply pities men for their 
sins. He is one that must naturally turn toward sin- 
ners the aspect of mildness and gentleness. 



AS the verdure of tlie fields wears a brighter green 
and revels in richer luxuriance when the sun- 
shine of spring frequently alternates witii showers, 
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so does Christian faith become brighest and iiiigliticGt 
when it shines amidst tlie tears of the soul. And as 
faith won victories which amazed the eartli and 
charmed the heavens, and added higlier strains to 
the songs celestial, amid tlie stonns of the primitive 
age, so is it the mission of faith still to evidence its 
divine birth and energy by casting a heavenly beauty 
over the rough ways of mortal sorrow, and upbeaiing 
souls through the waves and storms of earth's tribula- 
tions onv/ard to the glory and rest of God, 

l^ev. y, Atkiusm. 

WHEN" we bring our men-children to man- 
hood, and they arc about to part from us, 
and go out into tlie world, we too have ottr anxieties. 
For it may be said that a man is an iron-clad — only 
.the mdl is inside instead of outside, if he is well 
clad ; and you cannot tell what an iron-clad will bear 
until you have put it under a fort, and exposed it to 
the enemy's fire. And then sometimes it stands, 
and sometimes it sinks, like the Keokuk. You can- 
not tell, however well a vessel is built in the yard, 
how much battering it will endure. It is experience, 
after all, that tests your work. And parents know 



BACON asserts tliat reading makes a fiill man; 
but without digestion, ftdness is dyspepsia, and 
creates sleepiness and inert fat, incapable of action. 
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Hazlltt says you might as well ask the paralytic to 
leap from his chair and throw away his crutch, or 
without a miracle to take up his bed and walk, as to 
expect the learned reader to throw down his book 
and think for himself. He is a borrower of sense. 
He has no ideas of his own, and must live on those 
of odiers. The habit of supplying our ideas from 
foreign sources enfeebles all internal strengdi of 
thought, as a course of dram-diinking destroys the 
tone of the stomach. The word of God is pre-emin- 
ently a book for direct reading, and is never seen in 
its glory, if we will persist in wearing the colored 
spectacles of another man's comment Pure and 
cool are its streams, if we drink immediately from the 
well-head; but when the precious crystal has long 
stood in earthen vessels, its freshness is gone ; die 
fnith is there, perhaps, but not the life. We should 
let texts He on our hearts till they melt into them like 
snow-flakes dissolving into die soil. 



I'D a dream to-night; 
As I fell asleep. 
Oh I the touching sight 

Makes me still to weep ; 
Ofmy little lad. 
Gone to leave me sad, 
Aye, the cliild I had, 
But was not to keep. 
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As in heaven high, 
I my child did seek, 

There, in train, came by 
Children fair and meek. 

Each in lily white, 

With a lamp alight ; 

Each was clear to sight. 
But they did not speak. 

Then, a little sad, 

Came my child in turn. 
But the lamp he had. 

Oh ! it did not burn ; 
He, to clear ray doubt, 
Said, half turned about, 
"Your tears put it out ; 

Mother, never mourn !" 



AT no period, perhaps, in their life, do young 
men need the inspiration of virtuous love, and 
die sympathy of a companion in tlieir self-denying 
toil, as when they enter the battle for their own 
support. 

Early marriages arc permanent moralities, and 
deferred marriages are temptations to wickedness. 
And yet every year it becomes more and more' diffi- 
cult, concurring with the reigning ideas of society, for 
young men to enter upon that matrimonial state, 
which is the proper guard of their virtue, as well as 
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the source of their courage and enterprise. Ilie 
battle of hfe is almost always at the beginning. 
Then, it is that man needs wedlock. But a wicked 
and ridiculous public sentiment puts a man who is in 
society, or out of society, for that matter, lai'gely on 
the ground of condition, and not of disposition and 
character. The man that has means wherewith he 
can, visibly, live amply, is in good society, as a 
general rule. The man that has virtue and sterling 
manliness, but has notliiog witlial external to show, 
is not usually considered in good society. Ambitious 
young men will not, therefore, marry, until they can 
meet their expenses; but that is defeiTing for years 
and years the indispensable virtue. Society is bad 
where two cannot live cheaper than one ! and young 
men are under bad influences who, when in the very 
morning of life and better fitted than at any later 
period to grow together with one who is their equal 
and mate, are debarred from maiTying, liuMUgli scores 
of years, from mere prudential considerations, and 
the heart and the hfe are sacrificed to tlie pocket 
They are empted to substitute ambition for love, 
when at last, over tlie ashes and expiring embers of 
their early romance, they select dieir wife. It is said 
that men who wait till diey are forty or forty-five 
years of age, select prudently. Alas, for tlie wife 
who u'as not Jzrsi a sweetheart ! Prudence is good ; 
but is prudence servant or queen? Prudence is 
good ; but wliat is prudence ? Is it the dry calcula- 
tion of the head leagued with tlie pocket? Is there 
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no prudence in taste, no prudence in the inspiratioa 
of a generous love? Is there no prudence in the 
faith by which, banded, two young persons go down 
into the struggle of hfe, saying, " Come weal, come 
woe, come storm, come calm, love is a matdi for 
circumstances, and we will be all to each other?" 
Woe be to that society in which the customs and 
the manners of the times put off, beyond the period 
of romance ajid affiancing, the wedding. You have 
adjourned the most important secular act of a man's 
life, Vou have adjourned it out of Eden into the 
wilderness ! The girl, next infected (and even 
women fall) with the public spirit, too often waits to 
be wooed by those who can place her again, in tlie 
very beginning of her wedded life, where she was 
when she was broken off as a branch from the paren- 
tal tree. But a graft should always be willing to be 
a graft, and wait till it can make its own top by le- 
gitimate growing. And woe is the day when eveiy 
girl says, " I will not marry until my husband, in the 
beginning, has as much as my father had at tlie end 
of his life." Who was it that Jupiter won in a shower 
of gold? Whoever it was, that is die type. She 
whose heart is won by abundance ; she who is 
bought into matrimony by house and land ; she who 
marries for genteel wealth — slie it is that Jupiter 
seduced by gold. For all wedlock is adulterous in 
which it is not the heart that inspires marriage. 
Noble is that young spirit which, seeing and loving, 
and choosing, silently biding her choice, and giving 
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herself freely, romantically, if you will (God be 
tliarJcecI for Uie romance !) goes down to the level of 
her husbaiid's nothingness and poverty, that he and 
she may, with willing hands, from the bottom build 
up their estate. Blessed is tliat woman who sees 
tliat in going down she is going up, and that it is tlie 
losing of life that saves it. Blessed is that woman 
whi> carries mth her into married life all that she 
learned in the refinement of her fafher's family; who 
proves that she is a woman in tliis ; that gentleness, 
and praise, and abundance, and luxury even, miuis- 
tei'ed to the better parts of her nature, and prepared 
her to go fortli and minister earnestly and perma- 
nently in the midst of difficulties. Thousands there 
are who, when once they are called, and know dieir 
master, Love, go cheerfully out with the young man 
and tal^e part and lot with him. Oh ! that young 
men would trust them more, and prove them bettor, 
and see if this is not so. How noble a tiling it is to 
see tiie cultured, the polislied, and tlie refined go 
down to the very beginning of things, led by love, 
fed by love, and at last rewarded by love. 

Live together alone, if you have to go into a desert 
for it, and feed on herbs ! Abhor Sodom and 
Gomorrali — or boarding-houses! Men sometimes 
speak of pinched fare. These are not worthy of 
notice. It is not these. It is that men learn self-in- 
dulgence there. Men learn there not to be house- 
holders. And all the vaiious discipline, all that 
ministration of care, all tliat drill of contrivance, alJ 
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that social independence, all that subtle atmosphere, 
indescribable and nnanalyzable, whicli belongs to die 
solitary household, they miss. No men can make 
husband and wife, father and mother, and house- 
holders on die pattern of their fathers, who begin and 
continue their married life in tliis hot-bed style of 
existence. Aud yet they are unwilling to take a 
house that they can afford ; and they cannot afford 
to take the house they fain would live in, because 
furniture is so dear, and virtue is so cheap ; because 
society requires a certain amount of appearance, yon 
know ; because it woidd not do to go to the outskirts 
of the town 1 A log cabin is better for young mar- 
ried people than the Fifth Avenue Hotel would be, 
if they had the whole of it for notliing ! WJiat you 
get for notliing is the least valuable to you of any 
.thing. What you earn is all value. Under these 
influences, the whole of life is written in the wrong 
key. Men having started on the false principle, 
they do not get over it. They are perpetually 
tempted to over-live their very affections. If there 
is any diing tliat an honorable and sensitive man's 
nature feels and cannot stand, it is the silent com- 
parison on the part of the wife, by a look even, of 
the way in whicli she did live, and tlie way in which 
she does live. How does this diive men into dis- 
honesties ! How does it drive them out of simplicity 
and bold willingness to live according to their cir- 
cumstances! How does it teach them to hve for 
other peoples's eyes, and not for their own actual 



Hn^lcdbyGoOglc 



needs ! How does it teach them to be more subjec* 
to vanity than to love ! Such life is hollow. Osten- 
tation takes the place of sincerity. And so, ere long, 
a man is educated to be a rogue, and steals. And 
woman takes on unvirtue, because that pays the bills 
of extravagance quicker tlian any thing else. 



I NEVER tliought that classifications of society 
were mischievous. There must be classifications- 
If you were to bring men to an equality by some arti- 
ficial means, in less than ten years, in less tlian five 
years, in less than six months, they would shake 
tliemselves out from their false positions, and assume 
their relative places; and there would be a bottom 
and a top, with a long scale between. Classification 
is not bad. It is not bad that some men should be 
at the bottom. It is our neglect of duty in our rel- 
ative classes that makes the mischief; for if we un- 
derstood the Christian doctrine as to the law of 
strength, to every man below us we should be a 
friend and abenefactor. God's command is, " Inas- 
much as you are superior to the man below you, 
help him." Man's interpretation of the law of 
strength, is, '' Inasmuch as you are superior to the 
uian below you, use him." God says, " Inasmuch 
as I have given you more light than those below you, 
let it shine tipon tliem." Men, in interpreting the 
fact of relative differences, say, " Inasmuch as you 
are smarter than tliat man, use him." God says to 
33* 
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nien, " If you are better plact^d in life tlian others, 
reinember fJie unfortunate." Men say, "Because 
you ai-e better placed io life than others, keep aloof 
from the unfortunate, and take good care of your- 
self." Man, by the power of selfishness, disintegrates 
and treads down those tiiat are low already. God, 
by the power of love, would liave men talie wisdom, 
skill, genius, moral endowments, every element of 
body and sou!, and with them become schoolmasters 
of Clirist to those who are less fortunate than them- 
selves. 



THE apostle bids us present our body as well as 
our soul to Christ; and oh! what a wretched, 
worn-out, dyspeptic, lust-eaten carcass is sometimes 
offered to him ! The body of a believer is the "tem- 
ple of the Holy Ghost." Sliall tlie divine Spirit be 
invited to dwell in what is sometimes turned into a 
dram-shop, sometimes into a brodiel, and sometimes 
into a sty? " For if ye live after the Sesh, ye shall 
die ; but if ye, through the Spirit, do mortify the deeds 
of ilie body, ye shall live." 



*' "r>UT the father of the family? Ah ! for tlie 
-U true father of a family, for the true head of 
a house, his home is the di^eam of all his day. For 
long, long hoiu-s, work and business keep him away 
from it But m the evening ? The day is for labor, 
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the evening is for the fatnily aiid for God ! The stai 
shines not in the sky so sweetly as the rays of the 
lamp or the reflection of the faehght in the window 
of that distant house, the place of his joys and his re- 
pose, toward which he wends his way in meditation 
or in prayer. But no I wliat should he do there ? 
Home has no chaim for him ; his children are no 
longer diere ; his wife is diere, no doubt — yes, liis 
wife ! — but too often virtual divorce has divided 
them in heart and mind : they bear the same name, 
they live in the same house ; but there is no near 
and liigh communion between the two. They have 
nothing to say to each odicr, because there is no 
love between them — no community of thought and 
fecHng." 

A MAN blind from his birth, a man of much in- 
tellectual vigor and with many engaging social 
qualities, found a woman who, appreciatmg his worth 
was willing to cast in her lot with him and become 
his wife. Several bright, beautiful cliildren became 
theirs, who tenderly and equally loved both their 
parents. An eminent French surgeon while in this 
country called upon them, and examining the blind 
man with mucli interest and care, said to Mm, "Your 
blindness is wholly artificial ; your eyes are natuially 
good, and could I liave operated upon them twenty 
years ^o, I think I could Iiave given you sight. It 
is barely possible that I can do it now, though it will 
cause you much pain." — "I can bear that," was the 
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reply, " so you but enable me to see." The sur- 
geon operated upon him, and was gradually success- 
ful ; first there were faint glimtiiemigs of light, tJiea 
more distinct vision. The blind fatlier was handed 
a rose; he had smelt one before, but had never seen 
one ; thea he looked upon the face of his wife who 
had been so true and faithful to him ; and then his 
children were brought, whom he had so often fondled 
and whose charming prattle had so frequently fallen 
upon his ears, but whose beaming countenances he 
had never beheld He then exclaimed, " Oh, why 
have I seen these things before inquiring for the man 
by whose skill I have been enabled to behold them! 
Show me the doctor!" and when he was pointed out 
to liim, he embraced him with tears of gratitude and 
joy. So when we reach heaven, and with unclouded 
.eyes look upon its glories, we shall not be content 
with a view of these No, we shall say. Where is 
Clirist? — He to whom I am indebted for what 
heaven is ; show me hun, that with all my soul I may 
adore and praise hun through endless ages. 

'*TN the poorer classes, there was a time when 
-1 woman was called wife, mother ; they have 
baptized her, nowadays, by a name that does not be- 
long in onr language — the workwoman / The 
workman I know and honor ; but I do not know 
die workwoman, I am astounded, I am alarmed, 
whenever I hear tliis word. What? This young 
wotoan — is toil, unpitying, iinintelligent toil, to come 
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bursting in her door in the early morning, to seize 
her in its two iron fists, and drag her fi-om what ought 
to be her home ajid sanctuary to the factory that is 
withering and consuming her day by dayp What ? 
Is toil — brutal, murderous toil ■ — to kill her children 
or at least to snatcli them screaming from their cra- 
dles and give tiiem over into stranger hands ? And 
all the time a false philosophy will be lifting its head 
and shouting ; ' Equality I equality for man and 
woman ! equality for the workwoman by the side of 
the workman 1 " 

WHAT a wonderful adaptation there is in thia 
to human wants ! We feet it difficult to ex- 
hibit that close sjonpathy toward a stranger which we 
feel toward persons of our own nation, liaving been 
brought up differently, with different habits diffeient 
scenery, and the whole sun'oundings diffeient, we 
cannot feel the beatings of their hearts against our 
heart, as we can where we have been brought under 
similar circumstances, and had every tiling ahke. But 
with Jesus it is different. Wlierever Ms character 
can be understood, there is a felt adaptation. The 
poor Esquimau in his hut of snow and ice, the Afri- 
can upon the burning sand, the jealous Chinaman, 
and die proud, conceited Greek, whenever the name 
of Jesus is fully before him (as he is die Son of man), 
and the soul is awalce to his wants, he sees that he is 
life from the dead, " We have known Christ after 
the flesli," says an apostle ; " yet henceforth know we 
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hiin so no more." We do not know him as a Jew 
any more ; we know him as the Son of man, as tlie 
Saviour, as tlie great representative of the human 
race ; we know him as having something in common 
with every thing that is iiuman ; we know hun as heing 
more nearly related to human beings than any human 
being is to another, feeling every throb — shall I say, 
every motion — and every anxiety of every himiau 
creature, with an interest, a deptli, and a nearness of 
sympathy tliat no mother ever felt for her child He 
is our Head ; he is oirr life ; the Churdi is his body. 

WHAT does the grave say to you, to me, and 
to every oixe that looks into it ? What hail 
has it as we stand by its side and look down into its 
narrow passage P Wliat cheer breathes fordi from it ? 
What does tlie grave say to us but " corruption and 
decay"? What does it say but diat "I am the end 
of all glory" ? Ah ! we go from the clasp and die 
caress and the kiss to tlie grave, diat has neither kiss 
nor caress nor clasping. 

We leave beldnd us the heart as we go to bury om 
dead ; we cling to them, we look wistfully after them ; 
and as the sad soil beats upon the drumming coffin 
with horror in the sound, what says the grave to us 
but " Go back again, earth to earth ; aB is over and 
ended" ? And yet what may it say to us if we were 
but wise to interpret it ? " Here diine eye shall sec 
nothing more, but look up, and look tlirough, and 
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look beyond ; for to tliine heart there is immortality 
beyond." The grave is but tlie shutting of the hand 
— the angel hand that keeps the treasure and con- 
veys it safely to the other side. As they that sail 
over tlie sea go down into the cabin, and aie hid, so 
the grave is but the resting-place of the dead for a 
little time — ^not decayed, not lost, not final separa 
tion, not darkness. No : instructed by those words 
the voice should sound out to evtry one of us that 
go to the grave-side, "All hail!" and, as we look 
again, " Be not afraid." 



MAN is a complex being. He has a body and 
he has a soul. He is capable of labor and 
of rcbt. He is susceptible of hope and fear, of plea- 
sure and pain ; rapture thrills him and Emguish wastes 
him;' he can love and hate, blaspheme and adore. 
Now a being that has so many points to his cliaracter 
as man has mnst evidently require a vajiety of pro- 
cesses to develop him, and bring Iiim up to a state of 
perfection. An artist cannot make a statue by the 
use of one instrument; he requires a variety, eacli one 
adapted to its specific puri^ose ; a physician cannot 
relieve every patient \>y the same treatment : neither 
can men be trahied in the Christian life by one 
mediod, which is to be applied to all, and to eacli 
one, at all times. 

Men often diink that God deals most strangely 
and mysteriously with them, because he treats dienj 
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just as they treat their owii diildren. A judicious 
parent sends his cliild to school at a proper age, to 
sit in a cjiiiet posture, with eyes fastened upon tlie 
page of a booli. But that is not all a parent does. 
He also tells him to run and leap and bound and ex 
ercise himself vigorously out of doors. Now these 
two things are very diverse in tiieir character ; yet 
they are both absolutely essential to the child, and 
tlie parent knows it. If he sits over liia book all the 
time, liis mental energies will be developed at die ex- 
pense of the physical ; and if he play, and exercise 
his limbs and muscles all the time, the body will be 
developed at the expense of the mind. As it is im- 
portant, therefore, that every man should have a 
strong mind and strong body both, so it is necessaiy 
that boys sliould sit and quietly study their lessons in 
study hours, and leap and enjoy themselves in play 
hours. The discipline of the school is for tire develop- 
ment of the mind, and tlie discipline of the play- 
ground for the development of the body. 

Now, in the case of the Christian, there are many 
virtues to be brought out and put into exercise ; there 
are many excrescences to be removed ; there arc inany 
errors and faults to be corrected. God does not, 
therefore, put a book into his hand and say, " Sit 
down and learn that, and dien you will be perfect ;" 
but he gives him a variety of lessons, and leads him 
into a variety of exercises, and diills him in a variety- 
of ways ; by which means he touches all the points 
of his diaracter, and develops all in hannonious pro 
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portion, so that in the end he is not on one side a 
giant and on the otiier a pigmy, but a man, perfect in 
Christ Jesus. 

The child sometimes thinks it is very hard that it 
cannot play all the time, and is sometimes disposed 
to feel tliat its parent is iinkind in wishing to inter- 
rupt its diversions by summoning it to its school-task ; 
but theparent knows he wouldbeimtrue to the child's 
interests were he not to do so. Now all of us wouJd 
like to have God deal with us in just the same man- 
ner as the cliild would have its parent do. We would 
have God «se one method of training us, and one 
only, and diat would be by prosperity. We would 
none of us have him interrupt our ease and our plea- 
sure. But this method would only develop one side 
of our character, and that generally the very worst 
side, while the other would be entirely neglected. 
Prosperity is a good means for developing pride, 
strengthening vanity and earthly-mindedness, while 
it is not often remarked for its tendency to bring fortii 
the opposite qualities of humility and spirituality of 
temper. So true is diis, that if a case is known 
where an individual has floated uninterruptedly upon 
a tide of prosperity, and grown in humility and spir- 
ituality at the same time, he is likely to be coii- 
sidered as a marvel ; while no one thinks it strange 
that a man who has always been prosperous should 
be proud and arrogant and selfish. 

A piano has many keys, every one of which strikf^s 
a different note. How foolish would it be, then, to 
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expect to draw perfect music from the instrument by 
usmg but one key. And it is so with tlie soul. It 
might well be called " a harp of a thousand strings." 
Now God designs that it shall pour fordi full tides of 
harmonious melody. He designs that the plaintive 
nots of submission shall blend with the lofty carol of 
triumph, and that the soft vibrations of humihty shall 
join in accord with the bolders wellings of hope, grat- 
itude, and love. But in order to diis, all these points 
or keys of the soul must be touched, otherwise tliey 
will be silent, just as the piano with all its keys 
breadies fordi no sound until the skilful fingers 
walce its slumbering chords into melody. 

Here is a msm who loves God and serves him, but 
whose bark has always gayly sailed on smooth, spark- 
ling waters. Ever since he bas been a Christian 
every thing has gone with him much as he desired. 
Of liim it might be said, in die language of inspired 
poetry, "God, thy God,liath anointed diee with the 
oil of gladness above thy fellows. All tby garments 
smell of myrrh and aloes and cassia, out of the ivory 
palaces, whereby they have made thee glad." It 
would be strange if such a man, with even a little 
giace, were not thankftd and hopeful and joyous. It 
would also be strange if, having things go according 
10 his own way, he should not become self-willed 
and uuduSy attached to earth, so as to be inclined to 
say^ "This is my rest forever ; here will I dwell, foi 
I have desired it." The virtue of submission in that 
man's soul has not yet beei called into exercise, be- 
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cause he has never had any thing come upon him 
from the Lord, to which it was any trial to submit. 
So now God says, " I will maie that nmn submissive : 
and in order to show submission he must have trial ; 
so I will lay the rod upon him." And so God 
scourges him, it may be sorely, tliat the music of res- 
ignation may gush from the chords of Ms soul, even 
while they tremble and bleed with anguish. 

And BO in regard to the undue love of earthly 
tilings. We are affected by sensible objects, and 
unseen realities are liable to be overlooked amid the 
overpowering influences of die visible around us. It 
is often the case that the world holds the heart as by 
the spell of an enchantment, and that spell most be 
broken or heaven will not be gained ; and so God 
sends trials to brealc our attachment to earth, and 
lead the affections heavenward. And it is not, per- 
haps, too much to say tliat it is impossible to realize 
fully the wortblessness of the world, as the portion 
of the soul, except through the agency of tiial, I 
have heaid a Christian minister say tlrat he always 
shunned those verses that spoke of this world as a 
howling wilderness. Well, that will do very well for 
a man who has always softly glided down a placid 
and shining current of worldly prosperity, bordered 
on eidier side with gorgeous and fragrant flowers; 
but die time will come when darkness shall settle 
upon the waters, and when tiie calm sturface will be 
supplanted by whirling eddies and roaring brealcers, 
and the flowers shall droop and witlier, and their per- 
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fume vanish from the air ; tlieii, instead, of sliuiiuing 
such a truthful representation of the world, he will be 
glad to sing, if faith triumphs amid his adversities, — 



and looking upward through dimmmg tears, while 
his enfrancliised affections soar far above to the 
cloudless regions of immortality, his soul will still 



One of the most common things among religious 
circles is to hear language expressive of the vanity 
and emptiness of earth; but how many that utter 
such language have no adequate realization of its 
tnitlifulness ! It is hard to gather up our funiiture 
and move out of a palace that we have found de- 
lightful to dwell in, because tlie architect says the 
foundation is ricl:ety, and it is likely to tumble into 
ruins; and tliough we assent to his declaration, and 
tell our friends that our dwelUng is insecure, yet still 
it is our beaiitiful abode, and its charms are potent 
over us, until we see tlie walls cracking, and the cdl- 
ing loosening, and the tmibers sliaking and sagging, 
and then we feel what we before had only a sort 
of semi-belief in — the building is worthless ; 'X will 
be best to forsake it. And so, tliough we assent to 
the truth that " this world is all a fleeting show," au 3 
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are accustomed to repeat it, it is not, after all, mitil 
sad experiences have revealed to our inmost soul, its 
vanity and illu si von ess, that we actually realize tho 
fact 

Now, prosperity and ease and pleasure will not, at 
least, ordinarily they do not, have the effect to malse 
us feel "how vain Eire all diings here below !" and 
to lead us to set our affections on things above, and 
not on things on the earth, and therefore it is neces- 
sary that God should vary his dealings according to 
our requirements ; and so he causes the desolating 
gales of adversity to sweep over our eartlily prospects, 
that the love of the world in us may be repressed, 
and the attractions of heaven become more potent 
over oiu" hearts. And in thus subjecting us to trial, 
God deals more lovingly with us than if he were to 
allow our prosperity to flow on iminterniptedly, for — 
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All the divine dealings with us have for their end, 
therefore, our sanctification, our perfection, and, as a 
sequence, out everlasting enthronement in glory. 
Every providence, every event of life, is designed to 
produce in us the peaceable fruits of righteousness. 
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A green apple holds most feiiaciousiy to the 
bough, but as it approaches perfection it loosens its 
hold, and when fully ripe a touch will cause it to fall 
to the ground. And it is so widi us. While our af 
fections are unsanctified by grace, we cling to earth; 
but as God fashions our soul into his image, and 
ripens us for heaven, our hearts let go of earth and 
fall sweetly upon die bosom of Jesus. 

And have you ever thought of the variety of agen- 
cies that are requisite to mature a, single apple ? 
There is necessary to its production a depth and 
subtleness of operation in nature more wonderful 
than we can conceive. There is the agency of the 
tree itself saaificing its woody growth, and by myste- 
rious and silent alchemies co-operating with the ele- 
ments and ministries of nature, such as sun and soil, 
vapors and winds, torrid heats and northern blasts, all 
of which are necessary to the development and perfec- 
tion of the fruit. And so all the toils sind conflicts, all 
the successes and disappointments, all the losses and 
sufferings of the man that fears God, are but the 
forces which, co-operating with the Spirit within hiiu, 
are, under the divine adminstration, elevating him to 
a fulness and maturity of saintly character, and so 
working for him a fai" more exceeding and eternal 
weight of glory, 

THINK what you will of it, I never stand in a 
summer's morning before the sun dawns, long 
before waked by birds to look out upon the yet dim 
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and dusky landscape, that I do not think that this is 
the hour of resurrection. As the night held tlie day, 
but could not long hold it, but unclasped its dark 
anns to let forth the morning again, so every day is, 
to them that Iiave an imagination therefor, a resur- 
rection-day, and sets forth by these most notable and 
beauteous features in earth, and symbolizes forever 
and forever the resurrection of our Master, Why do 
we need robes, and why do we need church symbols, 
when every feature of nature is itself one divinely 
constituted symbolization, not simply of spiritual 
truths, but, if well used, of almost every event tiiat 
occurred in the life of our Lord Jesus Christ? And 
no other one thing more beautifully symbolizes the 
resurrection than tiie silent coming of the bright day 
every morning from out of the darkness of the night, 
saying to those diat have ears to hear, " All hail ! " 



IT is impossible for us here to begin to conceive 
what we shall be. The life, the capacity of the 
mightiest oak was once all contained in the acom. 
Time is but the planting period, or at most the biief 
germinating hour of the soul. The memory, the 
reason, the love of die soul in this life axe as nothing 
compared witli what they will be. Here and there is 
found a soul with rapid, premature development in a 
certain direction which startles us. Now a mere 
cliild rushes tiuough the longest and most intricate 
madiematical calculation with tlie aim and speed of 
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lightning. Then a memoiy develops which seems 
capable of retaining absolutely indefinitely. All the 
words and letters of a volume are daguerreotyped and 
held on the tablets as by a beam of light from the 
Omnipotent. The capacity of Seneca's memory 
seems inconceivable. He could repeat two thousand 
words upon once hearing them, each in its order, 
though they had no connection in meaning. Cy- 
rus knew every soldier in his aniiy hy name. Car- 
neades, when asked, would repeat any volume found 
in the libraries as if he were reading. Dr. Wallis 
was able, by mere force of memory, to perform the 
extraction of roots to forty places of figures. And 
there aie similar instances of amazmg development 
in all the other mental faculties. 

These cases in our probationary state furnish us 
with faint glimpses of what the human soul will yet be. 
The memory in the otlier life is to go on growing, 
and having more and more to retain as new scenes 
and new worlds open before the soul eternally, until 
it will yet gather in and hold at command more facts 
and theories than are to be found in all the writings 
of men. It has been said that the visions of one day 
on the Isle of Patmos made the Apostle John a poet. 
What, l3ien, may not eighteen hundred years of 
heavenly vision have made him ; and what may he 
or any of us not become a million years hence ! 
Shall the soul not be forever accumulating new 
images of beauty, new treasuries of suggestion, con- 
trast, and comparison, under the quickeningj stimu- 
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lating, and health-bringing influences of the spiritual 
life? 

IVliat a. difference in capacity may be seen be- 
tween the mind of the child and the mind of the full 
grown and educated man ! Wliat a difference of 
soul is everywhere seen between the uneducated 
and the educated ! If sudi is tile growth of the soul 
under the education of half a century in this dark, 
material, and sluggish state, what will it be in thou- 
sands of centuries in the other life ? 

See what the soul accomplishes even in this short, 
wearying, painful, and cloudy life ! What discoveries 
in science, what improvements in art, what develop- 
ment and appUcation of the powers hidden in 
Nature I " Iron is taken out of die earth, and brass 
is molten out of the stone. He setteth an end to 
darkness, and searcheth out all perfection. He put- 
teth forth his liand upon the rock ; he overturneth 
the mountains by the roots. He cutteth out rivers 
among die rocks ; and his eye seeth every precious 
thing. He bindeth die floods from overflowing ; and 
the thing that is hid bringeth he forth to light." 
What, then, shall limit the discoveries and the pro- 
gi*ess of man in the active, favoring, eternal life and 
growth of the soul ! 

Who of us value the soul as we should ! How 
little wc realize the vastness of tiie capacities with 
which we arc endowed? We have little sense of 
what we are, because " it doth not yet appear wliat 
we shall be." But God knows what we are, and in 
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Ills word sets a value upon us which often astonishes 
us anil staggers our belief. His solicitude tlia.t we 
slioiild he wise, tliat we should make the right choice 
for time and for eternity, reveals the high estimation 
which he puts on an immortal sonl. The soul that 
is lost in sin and given over to perpetLial ruin, may 
be impelled onward by its vital forces, growing in 
capacity to reap the bitter results of sin. What a 
treasury of giiilt it may accumulate ! What iwignaiit 
ineiiiories will it retain I What growing capacity to 
feel pangs of conscience will it acquire ! 

In the light of such thoughts of die soul, how 
precious must redemption appear! The greatness 
of redemption is manifested by the greatness of the 
soul's endowment. It was such souls — souls tliat are 
to grow forever— tliat were lost in sin, and tliat were 
redeemed with a great price, even the death of the 
eternal Son of God. It is not extravagant diat 
Jesus is very God, coming upon such a mission to 
earth. It is not wonderful that all the heavenly in- 
habitants are deeply interested in the race of man, 
and in the process of its salvation. 

OVKR. the river they beckon to me — 
Loved ones who've crossed to the lartliet 

Tlie gleam of their snowy robes I see, 

But their voices are drowned in the rushing tide. 

There's one with ringlets of sunny gold, 

And eyes, die reflection of heaven's own blue , 
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He crossed in the twiliglit, gray and cold, 
And the pale mist hid him from moital vie.w. 

We saw not the angels that met him there, 
The gates of the city we conld not see ; 

Over tlie river, over the river, 

My broUier stands waiting to welcome nie. 

Over the river the boatman pale 

Carried another — the household pet ; 
Her brown curls waved in tlie gentle gale — 

Darhng Minnie ! I see htr yet ! 
She crossed on her bosom her dunpled hands, 

And fearlessly entered the phantom bark ; 
We watched it glide from tlie silver sands, 

And all our sunshine grew strangely, dark. 
We know she is safe on the farther side, 

Where all die ransomed and angels be ; 
Over the river, tlie mystic river, 

My childhood's idol is waiting for me ! 

For none return from tliose quiet sliores, 

Wlio cross with the boatman cold and pale ; 
We hear die dip of the golden oars. 

And catch a gleam of the snowy sail ; 
And lo ! they have passed from our yearning hearts f 

They cross tlie stream and are gone for aye ; 
We may not sunder the veil apart 

That hides from our vision the gates of day ; 
We only know that their bark no more 

May sail with ns o'er life's stormy sea ; 
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Yet somewhere, I know, on the unseen shore 
They watch and wait, and beckon for me ! 

And I sit and think, when the sunset's gold 

Is flushing river and hill and shore, 
I shall one day stand by the water cold, 

And list for the sound of the boatman's oar ; 
I sliall watch for a gleam of the flapping sail ; 

I shall hear tiie boat as it gains the strand ; 
I shall pass fl-om siglit, widi tiie boatman pale, 

To the better shore of the spirit land; 
I shall know the loved who have gone before. 

And joyfully sweet sliall the meeting be. 
When over the river, the peaceful river, 

The Angel of Death shall carry me I 

I DO object to a young man's having companions 
merely for the sake of passing the time away in 
frivolity. I do not object to hilarity; and laugh I 
would with the loudest — there is a time for laughii^ 
as well as for crying. But it is a shame or a misfor- 
tune unutterable for a man to liave at no time a 
companion that he selects for instruction. It is a 
shame for a man to be so destitute of an appelite 
for knowing tiiat he never feels any attraction tow- 
aid men that know more than he does. And it is 
a greater shame for a man to have that kind of van- 
ity which makes him prefer to shine on with his little 
rush-light, ratlier than to go among those who know 
more than he does, because when he is in their 
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[jroscnce he feels rebuked for his ignorance. And 
yet, many men do not pick out superiors to associ- 
ate with, because they are made conscious of their 
own inferiority when among those superiors. But a 
man should begin on the ground of his unknowing- 
nesE, and there should be nothing that he should be 
so grateful for as the privilege of associating with 
some one that knows more than he. You are will- 
ing to borrow money: be more willing to borrow 
knowledge, which jou aie nevu obliged to return, 
and which increases in jour liands witii conipouod 
interest. There is scircely a person that ma) not 
climb higher inknowled:;e th^n he does, b\ a dis 
creet use of rompaninnslup 



T^ 



HE roseate hues of eaily dawn, 
The brightness of the day, 
The crimson of die sunset sky — 

How fast they fade away ! 
Oh, for the pearly gates of heaven ! 

Oh, for the golden floor ! 
Oh, for tlie Sun of Righteousness, 

That setteth nevermore I 



The highest hopes we clierish here — 
How fast they tire and faint I 

How many a spot defiles the robe 
That wraps an earthly saint ! 
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Oh, for a heart that never sins ! 

Oh, for a soul washed white 1 
Oh, for a voice to praise our King, 

Nor weary day or night ! 

Here faith is ours, and heavenly hope, 

And grEice to lead us higher ; 
But there are perfectucss and peace 

Beyond our best desire. 
Oh, by tliy love and anguish, Lord ! 

Oh, by Thy life laid down ! 
Oh, that we fall not from Thy grace, 

Nor cast away oiir crown ! 

THERE are times when God's dealings with his 
people are perplexing, his thoughts very deep, 
his ways past finding out ; when the present is full 
of anxiety, the future full of difficulty. Their con- 
dition is that of bhnd men groping at noontide j tiie 
whole of life a mazy labjrrintli, of wliich they have 
lost the guiding thread. Their path seems shut up. 
Pharaoh is behind, and the raging Red Sea in front : 
Iheir feeling is, "We are entangled; the wilderness 
hath shut us in." Or they may be embarrassed in 
solving some question of duty. The employment 
and destiny of a lifetime may depend on a moment's 
choice. They may feel the responsibility of decid- 
ing between rival and competing claims ; trembling 
and fearful lest some selfish, carnal, unworthy motive 
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may mingle in the decision, and yet cx^ieriencing a 
painful inability to decide what is best. 

Peqilexed or desponding one ! aiuid these thine 
anxious, vravering, nndecided thoughts, be diis thy 
comfort — God's thouglits are upon thee. He is the 
leader of the blind. " Speak," says he, " to the 
childi-en of Israel, that tiiey go forward." At the 
crisis-hour of difficulty or trial, he will appear to all 
his seeking, trusting people, and vouchsafe guidance 
or deliverance ; not, perhaps, what they expect, but 
what he knows to be best for them. At the fomth 
watcb of the night Jesus came to his disdples, walk- 
ing upon the sea. "They wandered in the wilder- 
ness in a solila.ry way : they found no city to dwell 
in. Hungry and diirsty, their soul fainted in them. 
Then diey cried unto die Lord in dieir trouble, and 
he delivered them out of their distresses. And he 
led them forth by the right way, that they might go 
to a city of habitation" {Psa. cvii. 4-7). Rely on 
the God of the pillar-cloud. He will bring thee, 
as he did his Israel, " tlirough the flood on foot." 
" Be still I " is his tender rebuke to the distrustful 
soul, " and know that I am God." 

How it would disarm life of many of its anxieties, 
and take the sting from many perplexities, if we 
were careful to listen to his voice : " This is the 
way: walk ye in it." A wondrous way — a tender 
way — but with all its humiliations, the right way. 
Yes, believe it — " all the paths of tlie Lord (and 
tliis present dark and perplexing path of yours, what- 
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ever it be, is one of them) arc mercy and truth to 
such as keep his covenant and his testimonies." 
Confide in no fallible guidance. Be this your lofty 
resolve, — ." In the Lord put I my trust ; how say ye 
to ray soul, Flee as a bird to your mountain ? " Re- 
gard every new turn in existence as a wise, provi- 
dent " thought " of your heavenly Father. Make it 
your earnest prayer iQ the wordsofNehemiah, " Think 
upon me, my GoA for good" (Neh. v, 19). Thus, 
putting your case in his hands, and leaving it there, 
" he shall bring fortla thy righteousness as the hght, 
and thy judgment as the noonday." Yours may be 
a mingled, checkered past ; yet too how bright with 
blessings ! how full of remembrances of God's lov- 
ing thoughts, his gracious interventions, his signal 
deliverances ! Matce these an argument, and reason 
for implicit trust in tlie future : " Thou hast bem ray 
help ; leave me not, neither forsake me, O God of 
my salvation ! " 

"Whoso is wise, and wiU observe these things, 
even they shall tmderstand the loving-kindness of the 
Lord." 

Rev. r. R. Mru^duff. 



THE groat mission of life is to prepare for death ; 
and if we fail in this mission our fortunes are 



irretrievably lost. And what constitutes this per- 
sonEil calling, this work of a human lifetime? First 
of all, in the stately language of Calvin, we are to be 
impressed with this primal fact, that " tliis is life 
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everlasting, to know our only true God, and him 
whom he hath sent, Jesus Clirist, in whom lie liatli 
appointed the beginning and end of our salvation." 
"This Isaac, tlie beloved son; tliis Jacob, the vigi- 
lant shepherd; tliis good and merciful brother 
Joseph ; this high-priest and bishop Melchizedek ; 
this excellant 3aw-maker, Moses ; tliis faithful cap-^ 
tain and guide, Joshua; this noble and victorious 
king, David ; this magnificent and triumphing king, 
Solomon; tliis strong and valiant Samson;" tliis 
man and God, concentrating and absorbing all the 
graces of patriarchs and prophets, and all the sinless 
perfections of angels and seraphs. 

And how are we to know this adorable and soul- 
saving personage, so Uiat tiie foundations of our mis- 
sion may be securely and permanently laid ? We are 
to discern him in the pardon of our sins ; in faith in 
his bloody sacrifice, which can wash away the stains 
of all our past transgressions; in a hearty repen- 
tance toward God, and a total amendment of life, 
putting away the works of tlie flesh, and adopting all 
the graces of the Holy Spirit. 

When these sacred foundations sliall have been 
laid and cemented, what will be the superstructure 
reared on its solid spiritual walls ? It will be tliis, — 



How peaceful all die voyage of life, when tlie soul 
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13 brought under the mild and mercLful discipline of 
the gospel ! Kindness takes the room of bitteiness, 
loi^-suffering the place of unquiet. The evening of 
existence, cold and dark in its natural features, be- 
comes l^ht and warm with the expectant joys of a 
blessed hereafter. Death itself, the most formidable 
of all foes, when we consider the sublime truth, that 
" tlie kingdom of God is not coeval with out earthly 
mansions," sinks into comparative insignificance, 
and the soul, reposing fully in God, passes serenely 
to its rest This, then, is the great mission of life, — to 
prepare for death. If the work be performed, when 
we come to die, all the vapors and tliick clouds will 
roll away, and we sliall die in the sunlight But if 
this mission be not performed, if we fail to estimate 
its transcendent magnitude,— what is the fearful des- 
■tiny that awaits us ? Words can scarcely convey the 
deep import of the thought ; nothing is left but tlie 
fearful looking-for of "wrath and fiery indignation." 

HiAurl Binyix,!. 

" 1_T OW can I believe on Christ ? My Bible 
X~X tells me that I must believe on the Lord 
Jesus in order to be saved- What is saving faith, 
and how must I believe?" If one reader pro- 
pounds these questions, tliere must be others who 
are perplexed with the same diffictilty. In replying 
briefly to one, we may reach the odiers likewise, 
i'riend I have you irk^ to believe ? As to the 
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tl corj of f I til 30U 1 wl. bcci iifcined piobably, 
vi-ij oftci )0u 113} know airtady that faitli m 
Jesis Chnst compnses three tilings — Jnoutng 
aboL t Christ aiseitttn^ to the cliims of Clirist, and 
tfustm" 111 Clinst for salvition '^o much foi theo 
ry but let ub asb ire you tliat you will ne^er fully 
iinderstaJid faitli 1 11 you practise it Wo ild your 
cl lid evei learn how to walk in ten years if you ■Heie 
to keep him in a cradle, and talk to him about the 
laws of equilibrium, and tlie "centre of giavity"? 
No ; you set the timid creature on the carpet and 
let him practise. He will catch a few liard falls, but 
you pick him up and let him try again ; presently he 
can make a tour from the sofa to the door without a 
tumble. So Christ bids the weak, ti-enibling simier 
come to him. Your first attempts may bring spirit' 
uai falls and failures; but there is a more than 
motlierly pity for your moral weakness, and an ever- 
lasting arm to help you up. Christ blesses and re- 
wards immediate obedience. "Stretch forth thy 
hand," said he to tlie man whose arm was withered 
from the shoulder. He did not lecture tlie poor 
invalid on the nature of paralysis. He demanded 
obedience : the man obeyed, and his arm was re- 
stored whole as the other. Ore day of faith prac- 
tised is worth a lifetime of faith explained and ex- 
pounded. 

If a Norwegian were to visit the island of Cuba, 
a friend tiiere might attempt to describe to him a 
delicious fruit tliat grows on that island. He mihgt 
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tell his northern visitor that the fi'uit was globular, 
of a deep yellow tint; that it belonged to the genus 
citrus ; that it grew on a tree of glossy green, etc., 
etc. ; and we question if the Norwegian would get a 
■v^y definite idea of an orange. But let his Cubaq 
host orLlj lead him out to an orange-grove, and bid 
him " lay hold " of the fniit for himself, and one mo- 
ment of seeing and tasting would teach him more 
about an orange that an hour's botanical lecture. 
Vou must lay hold of Christ, and taste the sweet- 
ness of forgiving love, and receive the blessings of 
his grace, if you would find ont tlie nature of true 
aith. If your heart is stubborn and obstinate, cry 
unto God for his subduing grace. From him Cometh 
a power that can crush the most stubborn unbelief 
You inquire, "Can an unconverted person pray 
an acceptable prayer ? " We answer that an un- 
converted man is one who has never turned to God, 
and, while he refuses to turn, his prayer is a mock- 
ery. If you lionestly admit the wickedness of your 
present heart, and, coming to Christ in sincere peni- 
tence, ask for a new heart, you will be answered. 
But if you continue to live on in admitted sin, and 
refuse to give your heart to God, you will never be 
regenerated tlirough prayer, though you were on 
your knees for a century. Remember that conver- 
sion is your own act of turning from sin to God, and 
regeneration is the implanting of a new principle 
within you by the Holy Spurit after you have turned. 
What does God say ? " Give me thy heart" He 
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does not change your heart until you give it to him. 
" Let the wicked forsaJse his way, and t!ie unright- 
eoM man his thoughts, and return unto tlie Loid, 
and he will have mercy upon him." It is when you 
return tiiat you find mercy ; not before. The prayer 
that you offer wliile on your way toward God, he 
heareth ; but die prayer of him who is deliberately 
pushing away from God in the path of sin is a mock- 
ery. You will "pray acceptably" when you give 
your heart to God ; we dare not tell you that you 
can do so before. 

" Oh I but," you cry out, " if you make nie stop 
praying, you cut off all hope." Not so, fi-iend. We 
only ask you to stop praying for impossibilities. 
We ask you to cease praying for a new heart while 
you hold fast to your old one — to cease praying to 
be n)ade_ a Christian while you are living as a sinner ; 
we asli yon to stop praying for faith while you refuse 
to believe. God never promises to save the man's 
life who swallows strychnine. Nor does he promise 
to save the sick soul diat swallows Satan's anodynes, 
instead of accepting the spiritual remedies which the 
Saviour offers. 

Finally, my troubled friend, if you are in earnest 
for die salvation of your soul; if you do, indeed, ad- 
mit your' personal guilt before God, and long for a 
better life, then take faidi out of the cold regions of 
the head, and put into the vital region of the heart. 
Cease to speculate, and begin to practise. You 
have losl time enough already. Every hour spent 
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without abandoning sin and believing on Jesus is an 
hour wasted; worse still, it is an hour's additional 
guilt incurred. Those who tell you that the soul is 
wholly "passive" in the work of conversion, mislead 
you. Bartimeus was active in coming to Christ, ac- 
tive in praying to him for restoration to sight, volun-' 
tary in submitting to be cured ; but in receiving the 
miraculous gift of sight, he was indeed " passive," for 
he could not be otherwise. When you do for your 
blind and depraved heart what Bartimeus did for his 
blind eyes, you will soon be foitnd, like him, rejoicing 
and " following Jesus In the way." 



THE wisdom of God in thousands of adaptations 
to a thoughtful man, is a matter of great won- 
der, Wlien our war commenced, in our patiiotism, 
we at first thought it was only necessary to pick up 
a musket and start for Washington ; but men after a 
httle found out they had stomadis, and that a com- 
missary department was a larger affair dian they bad 
calculated upon. There was not a man known in 
the country at first who could provide for a hundred 
tliousaud men, because the nation never had such a 
diing to do before. God even in this planet is pro- 
viding all the time for twelve or fourteen hundred 
millions of human moudis, witli all others diat are 
looking to him, — the young lions, the ravens, and 
the innumerable beasts, birds, fishes, and insects. 
When you thinli of it a little, you will see that die 
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coiiimissary department of God's universe is a won- 
der. His wisdom in governing the world is won- 
derful, in controlling tlie myriads of counter forces and 
opposing influences, and bringing out results just the 
contrary from tliose intended by the parties. Tliat 
is ajnazing wisdom. 



ASK my family physician to cure my child who 
has been shivering and burning, sliivering and 
burning, and he gives him quinine, and breaks up 
the disease ; but he says ; " I want to look into 
your cellar." And he goes down cellar, and there 
he finds potatoes, and cabbages, and all sorts of veg- 
atables decaying ; and while he gives my child med- 
icine, he urges upon mc the necessity of keeping my 
cellar clean ; and I at once have it cleansed. In 
looking about the premises, he examines the well, 
and finds that in a foul condition, and says to me : 
" Do you know that your barn-yard drains right into 
your well, and that you are drinking excrement? 
You must have pure water or you will not have good 
health." And I instantly take care of my well. 
And after looking further about the premises, he 
says : " Do you know (hat you have a swamp here, 
that is all the while generating a foul atmosphere ? 
It would be a very simple matter to purify it. It 
would not require more than five days' work to cut 
through the neck of land and thoroughly drain it. 
Do not you see that there is no use of your sending 
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for mc while you are living in such a malarious re 
gion?" And I go to work and drain my swamp. 
And the doctor says ; " Now, your child will get 
well, and you need not send for me any more." 

He has not merely given my child quinine — he 
has cleaned out my house and well and swamp. 
He has put me in circumstances where nature has 
a chance to work. And what a broad gift he has 
given me in' answering my prayer in that way ! 

Now, in the morning you go to God, and say, 
"Loid, lam as fiery as John;" — he, you know, was 
so fiery that he called fire down on the villagers be- 
cause they could not taJje Christ ; — " give me pa- 
tience." And you do not get out of the house be- 
fore you find diat the servant has left the slop-pail 
at the foot of the stairs, and you step right into it. 
Your moutli is hardly wiped from that prayer, and 
here is a cliaace for you to exercise the patience 
that you ask for. But no ; you give tlie pail a kick, 
and would like to give the seiTant one, too ; and 
you go away scolding. It never occurs to you that 
your prayer was answered almost before you got 
dowu-staii-s; How is a man going to be patient un- 
less there is something to try him ? " But I do not 
want that kind of a trial," you say. You must take 
that kind which God chooses to give you. He is 
not going to take away from you trouble. He is 
going to work out in you to will and to do of his 
good pleasure. If you are desirous ofbeing patient, 
and you asli the Lord to make you patient, to some 
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of you he will say ; " If you will quit diiukiiig stimu- 
lants, you will be more patient." To others he will 
say, " I will make you more patient, but you must 
drill for it; " and he will drill you, and you may be 
sure that he will know just where you are sensitive ; 
just where, touching you, you will be likely to fail ; 
just where you will be obliged to summon resolution, 
conscience, and grace to your aid if you are success- 
ful But It IS m \ \in for you to go to God and ask 
him to make you humble, and then, when you are 
put m cncumstinces that are trying to your pride, 
straighten up and siy "I will not yield to this 
thing ' You have just been asking God to teach 
J ou how to be humble, and tlie first thing he sends 
to you, you refuse to take. It is like a man's going 
to the dentist to have out a tooth that aches so that 
he cannot stand it, and then, when he gets there, say- 
ing that it does not Eiclie any more, and refusing to 
have it out. You go two or diree times to a dentist, 
frequently, before you can mal^e up your mind to 
have your acliing tootli out Men go to God to 
have him extract this trouble or that, and then, when 
he offers to do it, you refuse to have it done. You 
ask him to make you humble, and he persecutes 
your pride, and you are angry and prouder than 
before. You ask him to make you patient, and you 
become more impatient. You ask liim to make 
you gentle, and you manifest a spirit which shows 
that you are not willing to be made gentle. 
In short, what yciu want is, that God should do tha 
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work for yon. You want he should take these qiiaV 
ilies and put tliem mto you, as a Frenchman would 
put the works of a clock into a niarble stand all 
ready made, and set them running and striking with- 
out any thought or care on your part. You do not 
want the Lord to work out in you to will and to do 
of his good pleasure. 

If you will worli, I think you will find that all 
prayers for things right God will answer ; and tliat, 
wherever it is practicable, he will answer them — not 
instantiincously, but by working in you the things 
tliat you ask for. 



I NEVER can forget tliat word which was once 
whispered to me in an inquiry-meeting." — 
".What word was it ? " — " It was the word eternity. 
A young Christian friend, who was yearning for my 
salvation, canie up to me as I sat in my pew, and 
sunply wliispered ' eternity ' in my ear, with great 
solemnity and tenderness, and then left me. That 
word made me think, and I found no peace till I 
came to die cross of Christ for salvation." 

It is enough to make any one thinli. My friend, 
have you ever taken tlie measure of that word? 
Have you ever weighed it ? You are wearing out 
life, perhaps, in the desperate endeavor to grow rich ; 
have you ever asked yourself how mucli you will be 
worth in eternity. Some men ivill be millionnaires in 
heaven ; men like Paul, and Oberlin, and Luthf:r, and 
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Wilbefore : how rich will you be when death has re- 
duced your fonn to a house of six feet by two ? You 
are anxious, perhaps, about your society on eaith ; 
have you thought, With whom shall I spend my 
eternity ? and where ? 

Eternity! Dwell on that portentous word. Re- 
volve it. Study it. Hang over its infinite depths ; 
fathom it, if you can. Gaze upward and scale its 
heights, if you can. Stretch away over its illimitable 
breaddi; measareit, if you can. Give wings to your 
imagination and speed onward; find Us end, if you 

Think of as many centuries as lliere are drops 
in yonder Atlantic. When tliese have all passed 
away, begin a new series of as many centuries 
as tliere are sands on the Atlantic shores. Multiply 
all these centuries by the number of die stars in die 
sky, and then remember tliat eternity has but be- 
gun ! The music of heaven just opened ! The 
remorseful agonies of the pit, still in dieir firat pangs 
of wretchedness; the death of the lost soul ever un- 
dying! Let but die lost soul be left to itself— let it 
only grow worse and worse by the natural law of 
growth in iniquity^let all grace be totally widi- 
drawn, and the soul be given up to upbraid itseli^ 
and torture itself, and sting itself with hateful mem- 
ories forever, and you need to conceive of no 
material hell. You need no accessories. We are 
not obliged to conceive of a sulphurous lake foaming 
in Q-ests of fire, nor of undying worms shooting their 
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fangs into writliing foniis; the simple witlidrawal of 
God's love forever from a wicked soul, and the im- 
prisonment of that soul forever in a dungeon of de- 
pravity without a ray of hope, tliis will te a " death 
everlasting" too fearful to think of without a shudder. 
At the end of myriads of centuries, these pangs 
will have just begun ! The worm yet undying^the 
fires of remorse yet uoquenched .' The damnation 
unslumbering ! On every wali of diis vast prison- 
house of despair the self-tortured soid will Vead as in 
letters of fire, " Ye knew your duty, and ye did it 

Heaven will be as endless in its joys as hell is end- 
less in its remorseful agonies of soul. So I read, for 
one, the revelations of God's word. In heaven new 
joys must open every moment ; new recognitions 
of the Lord; new discoveries of God's unexhausted 
truth. New strains of rapture will fill the ea new 
banquets of God's beauty and glo y fill the soul. 
And yet never fresher, sublimer, ore m ;, if e t 
revelations ever bursting upon the glonhed p r t 

" Ho" long art thou, Elcrnity ! 



This eternity is just at the door. You and I may 
be launched into it before to-morow's sun goes down, 
Wiiat is time to us, but the brief hour for preparing 
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to meet the destinies of tliat eternal state? What 
have we to do but to save our souls, and to save 
others, too, with the utmost alacrity of Chrisdaa 
love ? Every moment spent for God and our fellow- 
men now will yield its centuries of bliss. Let us 
live — as earth's best and holiest have lived — in 
the light of eternity. 

" Here, take diis watch, my friend," said the noble 
Lord Russell, when he mounted the scaffold to die as 
a patriot-martyr, — " take diis watch ; I have no more 
to do with time. My thoughts are now about eter- 
nity." 

So would I say to many a reader with whom I have 
grown intimate in these pages, Take your Bible, 
Yay friend ; learn from it how to live, and how to die. 
You will soon have done with time. Let your 
thoughts be about Eternity. 



I WAS alive," the apostle says, " without tlie law 
once ; but when the commandment came, sin 
revived, and I died." So long as he was measmred 
only by the worldly rules which obtained in society, 
he was well enough of^ he thought ; bati when God's 
law came down, and he was measured hj that, he 
detected sin everywhere in himself. 

Let a man take a barrel of iron filings and put his 
hand tlirough them, and not a particle of the fiUngs 
will stick to liis hand ; but if he talces a magnet and 
puts that through, how quick it is covered with the 
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filings ! for tliat is a thing which measures metallic 
substances. 

Just BO, let a man take the average goodness in 
the community, and measure his life by it, and it 
seems all right ; but if he takes the law of God, and 
measures his life by tliat, he finds every single one 
of his feelings to be crooked in the extreme. 

Let a boy who is unskilled m the use of tools take 
a board and try to plane it straight, and then let him 
take a straight edge and lay it on. A rat could run 
between that edge and tlie board in a dozen places, 

A man seems all right to himself while he meas- 
ures himself by conceit and self-love ; but let him 
take God's straight-edge, and lay it alongside of 
his faculties, and according to that test every one of 
them is crooked — not one of them is straight. 



CAN any thing be more sad than the wreck of a 
man ? We mourn over the destraction of many 
noble things diat have existed in die world. Men, 
when they hear of the old Pliidian Jupiter — that sat 
forty feet high, carved of ivory and gold, and diat 
was so magnificent, so transcendent, that all the an- 
cient world counted hiin unhappy who died without 
having seen tbis most memorable statue that ever ex- 
isted in the world — often moum to think that its ex- 
ceeding value led to its destruction, and that it per- 
islied. It was a great loss to art that such a thing 
sliotild peiish. Can any man look upon the Aero- 
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polis — shattered with balls, crumbled by the various 
influences of the elements, and utterly destroyed — 
and not mourn to think that such a stately temple, 
a temple so unparalleled in its exquisite symmetry 
and beauty, should be desolate andscattered? Can 
tliere be any thing more melancholy than the destruc- 
tion, not only of such temples as the Acropolis and 
die Parthenon, but of a whole city of temples and 
t t ? M ml 1 ly th tlie desHatction of 
t ti t u pi t} or a nation, in its 

phj 1 I t th d t t on of a man, the 

I 1 tl d t^ d g th ruin of the moral 

f 1 ti catt g all ab d of those elements 

of powei tliat, united together, make man fitly the 
noblest creature tliat walks on the earth. Thousands 
and thousands of men make foreign pilgrimages to 
visit anij motirn over fallen and destroyed cities of 
fonner gi'andeur and beauty; and yet, all around 
about every one of us, in every street, and in almost 
every neighborhood, there are ruins more stupendous, 
more pitiful, and more heart touching than that of 
any city. And how strange would be tlie wonder if, 
as men wandered in the Orient, there should come 
some one that should call from ^he mounds all die 
scattered ruins of Babylon, or build again Tadmor of 
the desert ! How strange it would be to see a citj', 
(bat at night was a waste heap, so restored that in 
tlie morning the light of tlie sun should flash from 
pinnacle, and tower, and wall, and roof! Howmar- 
vellous would be that creative miracle, but more mar- 
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vcllous, ten thousand times, is that divine touch by 
which a man, broken down and scattered, is raiaed 
up in his right mind, and made to sit, clothed at tlie 
feet of Jesus. 



THE tongue is called in the Bible "an unnily 
member." Our own experience accords per- 
fectly with die statement, and observations on the 
tongues of others have satisfied us of tlie fact We 
think the following tuJes, if carefully followed, will be 
found of great use in taming that which has not yet 
been perfectly tamed ; 

1. Never use your tongue in speaJiing any thing 
but truth. The God of tiuth, who made the tongue, 
did not intend it for any other use. It will not work 
well in falsehood; it will lun in such inconsistencies 
as to detect itself. To use ilie organ for publishing 
falsehood, is as incongruous a." the use of the eye for 
liearing, or the ear for smelling. 

2. Do not use your tongue ton much. It is a 
Idnd of waste-gate to let off tlis thoughts as they 
collect and expand the mind; but if rhe waste-gate 
is always open, the water will soon run shallow. 
Many people use their tongues too much. Shut the 
gate, and let streams of thought flow in ti!! the mind 
is full, and then you may let off with some effect 

3. Never let the stream of passion move the 
tongue. Some people, when they are about to put 
tliis member in motion, hoist tlie iviong gate — tliev 
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let out passion instead of reason. The tongue then 
malces a great noise — disturbs die quiet of the 
neighbors, exhausts tlie person's strength, but does 
no good. The whirlwind has ceased, but what is the 
benefit ? 

4- Look into the pond and see if there is water 
enough to move tlie wheel to any purpose before 
you open the gate ; or, plainly, think before you 
speak. 

5. Never put your tongue in motion while your 
respondent has his in motion. T!ie two streams will 
meet, and the reaction will be so great the words of 
neither will reach the other, but come back in a 
blinding sprinkle upon himself. 

6. See tliat your tongue is hung true before using 
it. Some tongues we have observed are so hung 
that they sometimes equivocate considerably. Let 
the owners of such turn the screw of conscience un- 
til the tongue moves true. 

7. Expect tliat others will use their tongues foi 
what you do yours. Some claim tiie privilege of re- 
porting all the news, and cliarge others not to do so. 
Your neighbor will not allow you to monopolize tlie 
business. If you have any thing to be kept secret, 
keep it to yourself. 

' ' T T E has made his bed, now let him lie in it ! " 
i- i- Wc confess, this sounds, at first thought, 
very rough indeed; but, after all, isn't society en- 
titled to some vindication just here ? 
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The young man who has run riot over every bet- 
ter instinct ; recklessly wasted his strengtli and his 
means ; frittered away his influence ; kicked at his 
best opportunities ; who is in a fever till he gets out 
of every good situation ; who swings out into crazy 
license, calling that hberty, tiH, finally, he worries out 
the patience, and tires to utter exhaiistion, the help 
of his best friends — we confess to some syinpathy 
for that view of the case — - " he lias compounded liis 
draught, now let him have his fill of it." If he has 
" stuffed his pillow with thistles, let him have them," 

There is something ominous in that silence whidi 
encircles a young man's career — when Ms best 
friends cease to suggest, criticize, plead, and protest 
— when acquaintances look in at the shop windows 
at tlie time he passes, and others cross over on the 
otiier side of the street. All this interpreted, means 
' tliat they are determined to give him a wide berth 
in his wilfulness. He sliall now have plenty of 
room and no favors more. He his hound for his 
own proper place. 

He needn't say that the " world owes him a liv- 
ing." It owes him a halter, and he is twisting it for 
himself. 

We sympathize with Talleyrand somewhat m this 
matter, who, when having detected liis private secre- 
tary at pilfering and charging him with the offence, 
met the reply ■ — "I have a small salary, and you 
know, monsieur, I must live ! " — ^ by the prompt an- 
swer — " Indeed ! I don't see the necessity." 
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You and I can afford to die, but we can't afford to 
follow any such example as this. 

But the expression applies equally well to what is 
better. Society generally does not move very far 
wide of the mark. Men are generally set down (and 
sometimes very hard) pretty near where they belong 
— just as players at chess do not often mistake the 
squares appropriate to the several pieces. 

A man is pretty sure finally, if not long before, to 
settle down iu just that place for which his qualifica- 
tions prepare him. 

If he studies to polish his manners and refine his 
tastes, carrying himself with due regard to tlie inter- 
ests and opinions of others, he will gravitate, inevita- 
bly, toward the sodety of true gentlemen. 

If he takes pride in "bluffing people off," as he 
calls it, and thinks this manner a mark of indepen- 
dent superiority, he will drift toward the society of 
boors. 

If he makes a "good hand" by dealing in the 
tricks of the trade, and is amused at liis own clever- 
ness, he will make a bed for himself among the 
rogues ; for certain it is, that when honest people 
find him out, which they are sure to do, they will 
leave him with plenty of room to himself 

The law here in the statics and dynamics of socie- 
ty, is as the law of the Medes and Persians, A fish 
may feel very much at home in water, but so long as 
I have not fins and scales, so long that elements is 
no home for me. 
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The lout in the parlor, the booby in tlie drawing- 
room, and the clown among tlie litei'ati, are not in 
their own places; because tliere must be correspon- 
dence between the suiToundings and a man's own 
fittings. The two edges of paper on the wall deter- 
mine whether the figures can match ; and it takes 
both the liian and the place to produce a propriety. 

One man, liunter-clad, and gun in hand, is in his 
own place buried in the wilderness; another, quill 
in hand, finds his o>va in the quiet study ; and to re- 
verse these you make both men miserable. 

The eagle in his eyry, and the cock on the dung- 
hill, are each at home ; force the one into the place 
of the other, and die cock is dashed to pieces and 
the eagle pines away and dies, 

Tlie law is just this : the place is not for the man, 
but the man for the place — yet men forget it. 

"I'll tell you," said a young Pecksniff talldng 
to a sweet, modest, sensible girl, "what sort of a 
pri?,e I mean to work my cards for. She must be 
young and beautiful, she must be rich and accom- 
plislied, every way very good and very nice; in 
short, she must have all the modern improvements." 

"And what," replied the sensible young lady, 
"have you, sir, to offer on your part for all this 
wealth of possession?" 

And he said — nothing. 

When you want a place — what have you got for 
the place? 

Life is a pair of balances. 
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ALAS for him who never sees 
The stars shine through his cypress-trees ! 
Who, hopeless, lays his dead away, 
Nor looks to see the breaking day 
Across the inonrnful marbles play ; 
Who hath not learned, in hours of faidi. 

The truth, to flesh and sense unknown, 
Tliat life is ever lord of death, 
And love can never lose its own. 



LIKE snow that falls where waters glide, 
Earth's pleasures fade away ; 
rhey melt in time's destroying tide, 

And cold are while they stay ; 

But joys Uiat from religion flow. 

Like stars that gild the night, 

Amid tiie darkest gloom of woe, 

Shine forth widi sweetest light. 

Religion's ray no clouds obscure ; 

But o'er the Christian's soul 
It sheds a radiance calm and pra'e, 

Though tempests round him roll ; 
His heart may break 'neath sorrow's stroke; 

But to its latest thiill. 
Like diamonds shining when they're broke, 

Religion lights it still. 

William Leggetl 
S7 
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IT would be very difficult to take statistics of 
men's opinions of themselves, but, after all, it 
would be a tiling profoundly instructive if it could be 
done. I wish I could find out by looking at a man 
just where that man puts the most value on liimself. 
You know how it is with muscle. You know there 
are moral athletes, whose value consists in their 
ingenuity; they think themselves so acute, such 
admirable wrestlers, such fine logicians, tliey have 
such tact, such skill, they know how by indirection to 
do so much. I know men who never are so proud 
of direct victories as of stolen ones. If they can 
niake a good reply, or turn a man's flank unexpect- 
edly; if in any thing they can show tact rather than 
power,' — they are exceedingly proud of that. I 
know some men who are more proud of earning 
money tlian of any thing else. Tliey may be proud, ■ 
as perliaps they are, they may be selfish, as perhaps 
they are; but oh! it is the thing that goes to bed 
with them, and that rises up with them in the morn- 
ing, — "You are a great man to make money." 
There is where their strength lies, and their glory. 
Anodier man is proud of himself on account of, it 
may be, his great enduring energies; another man 
on account of his quiet but complex administrative 
energies. Go over and look at men, and see what 
it is they are proud of in themselves, and you sliall 
find that, in the vast majority of instances, if yon 
trace men back to the place where they put tlieii- lit- 
tle throne, where they sit thinking themselves to be 
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soveceigns, it is their lower faculties tliat they glory 
over themselves. How many there are that, being 
skilful, energetic, all-accomplishing, say to tliem- 
selves, "After all, because I am patient with the 
poor, ivith the weak, I am prouder of myself than I. 
am of all the rest of my bfe. Because I will not hate 
those that liate me, of that I feel prottA I may be 
wise; I may be strong, and accomplishing; but, after 
all, I am weak, and I really fee! more proud of that 
than of every other thing." Maay a man is proud of 
himself bacause he has that fiery flash of cruel hon- 
or. No man shall look upon him with contempt, or 
a questioning meaning of the eye of no man shall 
dare put insult upon him. Quicker than powder re- 
sents the fire, will they resent a wi-ong. Christians 
they are ; frequently officers ; and ministers some- 
limes, too, tliey are. But yet, proud, resentful honor, 
avenging honor. Vou are not haJf so good as the 
lion. Vou don't need to be a man to be that. 
They found tliat out in the brute creation before God 
got half-way up to you. Did God go on and put 
story upon story on you that you might look out of 
your higher windows, and can you not look above 
that ? These men have the direction of spiritual 
matters, but they never for a moment value them- 
selves upon diese traits ; it is upon the lower traits that 
tney value tliemselves. So it comes to pass men are 
clothed with supernal faculties, true aristocrats of 
soul, with these Iiigher instincts, and they care nodiing 
for them. A man dies and leaves his son as his heir. 
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There is the library stored with all the lore of antiquity 
as well as of modem days, and the booby-faced boy 
don't care for them. There are his galleries of 
Raphael and -Michael Angelo. Here are the repre- 
sentative schools that show what those noble men 
have tliought who were honored in color and by form ; 
there are the repertoires of music- thought, giving to 
us those prophet sounds of all utterances ; not one of 
these things does he care anydiing about. The first 
thing he does is to call the butler, " Come here, my 
jolly boy, and tell me what is in tiie cellar." Ah ! it 
is the wine ; it is riot and wassail ; it is the brutal, 
vulgar element he is proud of. His stable, his dog- 
kennel, his wine, will constitute the glory of the 
yomig spendthrift, while in the same mansion are all 
the treasures of science and of art, all the lore and 
wealth of histoiy, that he cares nothing for. It is 
that which causes men to glory in the lower part of 
their nature, quite unconscious and inconsiderate of 
that which is highest and best. 



DEATH or THE LOVELY.— When die 
good and the lovely die, the memory of dieir 
good deeds, like the moonbeams on the stormy sea, 
lights up our darkened hearts and lends to the sur- 
rounding gloom a beauty so sad, so sweet, that we 
would not, if we could, dispel the darkness that 
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AND Upon the oUicr side, when tiiese eyes sliall 
open again, and these hearts, chilled with 
death, begin once more to beat, then the first words 
of greeting upon the other side, O mother ! will not 
be firom your child — husband! not from your 
wife ; but Jesus sliall meet us and say in the eaiiy 
morning of the eternal world, "All hail!" And 
trembling, lost, uncertain, he shall clasp us in his 
arras and sliali say, " Be not a&aid. " 

Then, as if the seas had broke forth, and as if all 
the heavens were but one mighty music-band, the 
angels of God shall acclaim us ransomed, and bring 
us where death shall have no more dominion over 
us forever and forever. To the faith and to the love 
of this ascended Saviour, I commend your souls ! 

Rev. H. W. Beicher. 

IT was pointed out hy Lord Macaulay that in an 
English cathedral there is an exquisite stained 
window, which was made by an apprentice out of the 
pieces of glass rejected by his master, and it was so 
far superior to every other in the church, that, ac- 
cording to tradition, tlie envious artist killed himself 
with vexation. 

All the builders of society liad rejected the 
"sinners," and made the painted window of the 
"r^hteous." A new builder came; his plan was 
original, startling, revolutionary ; his eye was upon 
the condemned material ; he made the first last and 
the last first, and the stone which the builders re- 
%1* 
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jected he made the head ttone of the corner. He 
always specially cared for the rejected stone. Men 
had always cared for the beautiful, the righteous ; it 
was left to Christ to care for sinners. 

THE old adage tliat a girl is worth a thousand 
dollars, and a boy worth fifteen hundred, is a 
depreciation of values. I warrant tliat the man who 
invented the theory was a bachelor, or he would not 
have set down the youngsters so far below cost, 
Wlien the poorest child is born, a star of joy points 
down to the manger. 

We Eire tired of hearing of the duty that children 
owe to their parents. Let some one write a disquMi- 
tion on what parents owe to their children. What 
tliough they do upset things, and chase the cats, and 
eat themselves into colic with green apples, and empty 
the castor of sweet oO into the gravy, and bedaub 
their hands with tar. Grown people have the privi- 
lege of larger difficulties, and will you not let the 
children have a few smaller predicaments ? How 
can we ever pay them for the prattle that drives our 
cares away, and the shower of soft flaxen curls on 
our hot cheek, and the flowers with wliich they have 
■strewn our way, plucking diem from the margin of 
i their cradles, and the opening with httle hands of 
doors into new dispensations of love? 

A well-regulated home is a millennium on a small 
scale — the lion and leopai'd nature by infantile 
stroke subdued — and " a little child shall lead 
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them," Blessed the pillow of the trundle-bed on 
which rests the young head that never ached ! 
Blessed the day whose morning is wakened by the 
patter of Uttle feet I Blessed die heart from which 
all the soreness is drawn out by the soft hand of a 
babe ! 

But tliere are children which have been so thor- 
oughly spoiled, tliey are a terror to the community. 
As you are about to enter your neighbor's door, his 
turbulent boy will come at you with the plunge of a 
buffalo, pitching his head into yonr diaphragm. He 
will in the night sti'etcli a rope from tree to tree to 
dislocate your hat, or give some passing citizen a 
sndden halt as the rope catches at tlie throat, and he 
is hung before his time. They can, in a day, break 
more toys, slit more kites, lose more marbles than 
all the fatiiers and mothers of tlie neighborhood 
could restore in a week. They talk roughly, make 
old people stop to let tliem pass, upset the little 
girl's school-basket, and make themselves universally 
disagreeable. You feel as if you would like to get 
hold of them just once, or in their belialf call on the 
firm of Birch & Spank. 

It is easy enough to spoil a child. No great art 
is demanded. Only three or four tilings are requisite 
to complete the work. Make all the nnrses wait on 
him and fly at his bidding. Let liim ieam to never go 
for a drink, but always have it bronght to him. At 
ten years of age liave Bridget tie his shoe-strings. 
Let him stiike auntie because she will not get him a 
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sugai-'pluiii. He will soon Icam tlia.1: the house ia 
Jiis realm, and he is to rule it. He will come up 
into inauhood one of those precious spirits that de- 
mand obeisance and service, and with the theory 
that the world is his oyster, which with knife he will 
proceed to open. 

If that does not spoil him, buy him a horse. It is 
exhilarating and enlarging for a man to own such an 
animal. A good horseback ride shakes up the liver 
and helps the man to be virtuous, for it is almost 
impossible to be good witli too much bile, an en- 
larged spleen, or a stomach off duty. We congiatn- 
late any man who can afford to own a horse ; but if 
a boy own one, he will probably ride on it to de- 
struction. He will stop at the tavern for drinks. 
He will bet at the races. There will be room 
enough in die same saddle for idleness and dissipa- 
tion to ride, one of them before and one of tliem be- 
Hnd. The bit will not be strong enough to rein in 
at the right place. There are men who all dieir lives 
have been going down hill, and tbe reason is, that in 
boyhood they sprang astride a horse, and got going 
so fast that they have never been able to stop. 

But if the child be insensible to all such efforts to 
spoil him, try the plan of never saying any thing en- 
couraging to him. If he do wrong, thrash him 
soundly ; but If he do well, Iceep on reading the news- 
paper, pretending not to see him. Tliere are excel- 
lent people, who, through fear of producing childish 
vanity, are unresponsive to tlie very best endeavor 
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When a child earns parental applause, he ought to 
have it. If he get up head at school, give him a 
book or an apple. If he saw a bully on the play- 
ground trampling on a sickly boy, and your son took 
the bully by the throat so tightly tliat he became a 
little variegated in color, praise your boy, and let 
him know that you love to have him the dianipion 
of die weak. Perhaps you would not do right a day, 
if you had no more prospect of reward than that 
which you have given him. If on commencement 
day he make the best speecli, or read the best essay, 
tell him of it Truth is always harmless, and dig 
more you use of it the better. If your daughter at 
the conservatory take the palm, give her a new piece 
of music, a ring, a kiss, or a blessing. 

But if yon liave a child invulnerable to all other 
influences, and he cannot be spoiled by any means 
already Tecommended, give him plenty of money 
without any questions as to what he does with it. 
The fare is cheap on the road between here and 
Smashupton. I have known boys with five dollars 
to pay tlieir way cleai- through, and make all the 
connections on the "Grand Trunk" route to perdition. 
We know not why loose cash in a boy's pocket is 
called pin money, unless because it often sticks a 
hole into his habits. First, he will buy raisins, tlien 
almonds, then a whisk cane, then a breast-pin, then 
cigars, then a keg of "lager," then a ticket for a 
drunken excursion, and there may possibly be money 
enough left for the father to buy for his boy a coffin. 



Hn^lcdbyGoOglc 



3Z2 LIPU THOUGHTS. 

Let a child know something of the worth of money 
by earning it. Over pay them if you will, but let 
tliem get some idea of equivalents. If he get dis- 
torted notions of values at the start, he never will be 
righted. Daniel Webster knew every tiling except 
how to use money. From boyhood he had things 
mixed up. His mothergave him and Ezekiel money 
for Fourth of July. As the boys came back from 
the village, the mother said, "Daniel, what did you 
buy with your money ? " and he answered, " I 
bought a cake, and a candy, and some beer, and 
some fire-crackers." Then, turning to Ezekiel, she 
said, "What did you buy with your money?" 
"Oh," said Ezeldel, " Daniel \iGriovie& mine." 

On the otlier hand it is a ruinous policy to be 
parsimonious wida children. If a boy find that a 
parent has plenty of money, and he, the boy, has 
none, the temptation will be to steal the firet cent he 
can lay his hand on. Oh ! the joy that five pennies 
can buy for a boy I They seem to open before him 
a Paradise of Hquoricenirops and cream candy. 
You cannot in after life buy so mucli superb satisfac- 
tion with five thousand dollars as you bought with 
your first five cents. Children need enough money, 
but not a superfluity. Freshets wash away more 
cor;ifieids than tliey culture. 

Boys and gurls are often spoiled by parental gloom. 
Thefather never unbends. The mother's rheumatism 
hurts so, she does not see how little M^gie can ever 
laugh. Cliildish curiosity is. denounced as imperti- 
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neiice. The parlor is a Parliament, and every tiling 
in everlasting order. Balls and tops in tliat house 
are a nuisance, and the pap that the boy is expected 
most to relish is Geometry, a little sweetened with 
the chalk of black-boards. For cheerful reading the 
father wouldrecommend "Young's Night Thoughts," 
end Harvey's "Meditations among the Tombs." 

At the fust chance the boy will break loose. With 
one grand leap he will clear the catechisms. He 
will burst away into all riotous living. He will be 
BO glad to get out of Egypt, tl^at he will jump into 
tlie Red Sea. The hardest colts to catch are those 
that have a long while been locked up. Restraints 
are necessary, but there must be some outlet. Too 
high a dam will overflow all the meadows. 

A sure way of spoiling children is by surfeiting 
them with food. Many of them have been stuffed 
to death. The mother spoke of it as a graiid 
achievement tliat her boy ate ten eggs at Easter. 
He waddles across the room under burdens of por- 
tei-house steak and plum-pudding enough to swamp 
a day-laborer. He runs his arm up to the elbow in 
the jar of blackberry jam, and pulls it out amid the 
roar of die whole household thrown into hysterics 
with the witticism. After a while he has a pam, tiien 
he gets " the dumps," soon he will be troubled with 
indigestion, occasionally he will have a fit, and last 
of all he gets a fever and dies. The parents have 
no idea that they are to blame, fieautiful verses are 
cut on the tombstone, when if the truth had been 
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told the epitaph would have read, Killed by ArpLE 

DUMPLINGS. 



SUPPOSE we were very much troubled and dis- 
posed to go to ever so kind a friend and begin 
to tell him our troubles. He hears us for a season, 
sympathizes with us, and takes an interest in us, but 
he cannot devote all his time to us. He has other 
engagements, and if we stay too long, he will show 
signs of uneasiness, because he thinks it time for us 
to retire ; and if we do not talte the hint, he will say 
to us : " You must excuse me ; I have an engage- 
ment now. I shall be glad to give you more time if 
you will call again, and then I'll see what I can do 
for you." This has to be said by the very best of 
friends. Oh I what if it were so with Jesus, the sin 
ner's Friend, just at the time when we needed him tlie 
most — just at the time when our wants were most 
imperative ! What if he were to say ; " I have an 
engagement this afternoon; some persons from 
Africa, from Asia, and the islands of the sea are to 
call upon me ; I have agreed to have a conference 
with them to help them, and you must excuse me 
now," But death will not release the inexorable 
grasp of his icy fingers upon your heart-strings, and 
you must have help now or never. I have seen the 
poor soldier all shot to pieces, who had only time to 
look up and ask Jesus for salvation, and receive it 
before his soul left the body : there was no time for 
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any thing else. A Saviour who was not there then 
would be unavailing. Is there notliing in this con- 
sideration adapted to human want ? Is there noth- 
ing in this that should fill us ivith adoring wonder ? 
Oh !■ I wonder that men who want to ridicule a pro- 
vision so infinitely precious do not liide their heads 
in shame ! 

BhkoJ, Kinssh-r. 

THERE is a stream whose narrow tide 
The known and unknown worlds divide, 
Where all must go ; 
Its waveless waters, dark and deep, 
'Mid sullen silence downward sweep 
With raoanless flow. 

I saw where at the dreary flood 
A smiling infant prattling stood, 

Whose hour was come; 
Untaught of all, it neai-ed the tide — 
Sunk as to cradled rest, sind died 

Like going home. 

Followed with languid eye anon, 

A youth diseased, and pale and wan; 

And there alone 
He gaj.ed upon the leaden stream, 
And feared to pktnge — I hoard a scream I — 

And he was gone 1 
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And then a form of manhood's strength 
Came bustling on, till there at length 

He saw life's bound ; 
He shrunk, and raised the bitter prayer — 
Too late ! His shriek of wild despair 

The waters drowned ! 

Next stood upon that surgelcss shore, 
A being bowed with many a score 

Of toilsome years. 
Earth-bound and sad, lie left the bank, 
Backturned his dimming eye, and sank, 

Ah! full of fears ! 

How bitter must diy waters be, . 

death 1 How hard a thing, ah me ! 

It is to die ! 

1 mused — when to diat stream again, 
Another child of mortal mien, 

With smiles drew nigh 

'Tis die last pang — he calmly said — ■ 
" To me, O death ! thou hast no dvcad \ - 

Saviour, I come ! 
Spread but thine arms on yonder shore 
I see — ye waters bear me o'er — ■ 

There is my home I " 



Hn^lcdbyGoOglc 



LIFE THOUGHTS. 327 

IN tlie dim recess of thy spirif^s chamber, 
Is tliere some hidden grief thou mayst not teh ? 
Let not tliine heart forsake thee, but remember 
His pitying eye who sees and knows it well : 
God knows it all. 

And art thou tossed on billows of temptation, 
And wouldst do good, but evil oft prevails ? 

Oil, think, amid the waves of tribulation. 
When earthly hopes, when earthly refuge fails, — 
He knows it all. 

Art thou oppressed and poor and heavy-hearted. 
The heavens above tliee in thick clouds arrayed, 

And well-nigh crushed, no earthly strength hnparted, 
No friendly voice to say, "Be not afraid" ? 
He knows it all. 

Alt thou a mourner ? Are thy tear-drops flowing 
For one too early lost to earth and thee ? 

The depths of grief no human spirit knowing — 
Which moan in secret, like tiie moaning sea? 
He knows it all. 

Dost lliou look back upon a life of sinning ? 

Forward, and tremble for tliy future lot ? 
By Him who sees the end from the beginning. 

Thy tear of penitence is not forgot ; 
He knows it aJl. 
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Then go to God ; pour out your lieart before Him ; 

There is no grief your Father cannot feel: 
And let your grateful song of praise adore Him, — 

To save, forgive, and every wound to heal : 
God knows it all. 

"C^HOW me families worthy the name-— true 
vJ domestic commonweaJthi father md mothLi 
king and minister, entln-oned together m the midst 
of the circle of their children, tilkmg to them of 
ancestors, of honor, of dut), ^nd bemg hearkened 
to— commanding in respect, and still more m love, 
and being obeyed ; show me a fatlier, king in liis own 
house, and so much the more free in the world with- 
out, as he is authoritative in the world within ; show 
me homes like these, and I will show yon republics ! 
The genuine free citizen is the father, respected and 
obeyed at home. It is out of such sturdy materials 
as this diat lasting social order can be built." 

"^^~*OME this way, father!" 

V.v 'Twas my little bo/s voice 
Which guided my way, 
Wlien on the wide sea 
In the fog my boat lay. 
'Twas the voice of my child 
As he stood on the shore ; 
It sounded out clear 
O'er the dark billows' roar, 
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" Come this way, my fatlier, 
And steer straight for me : 
Here, safe on the shore, 
I am waiting for thee." 

I knew that sweet voice 
'Midst rocks and rough breakers 
And high dashing spray: 
How sweet to my heart 
Did it sound from the shore, 
As it carae out so clear 
O'er the dark billows' roar ! 
" Come this way, my father, 
And steer straight for me : 
Here, safe on the shore, 
I am waiting for thee." 

How gi-cat was my joy 
When I held to my breast 
The form of that dejir one, 
And soothed it to rest ! 
For the tones of my child, 
" I''caird you, dear father. 
And knew you would hear 
The voice of yonr darling 
Far o'er the dark sea, 
While, safe on the shore, 
I was waiting for thee." 
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That voice is now hushed 
Which tiien. guided my way; 
The form I then pressed 
Is now mingkd with clay ; 
But tile tones of my child 
Still sound in my ear, 
" I am calling you, father. 
Oh ! can you not hear 
The voice of your darling, 
As you toss on Life's sea? 
For on a bright shore 
I am waiting for thee." 

I thirJt of that voice 
In many a lone hour ; 
It speaks to my heart 
With fresh beauty and power ; 
And stiil echoe's far out 
Over Life's troubled wave, 
And sounds from loved lips 
That lie in the grave, — 
"Come this way, my father; 
Oh ! steer straight for me : 
Here, safely in heaven, 
I am waiting for thee." 

AS the morning conies, still it is "All hail ! " to 
tiiose who know how to listen ; and in the 
great and hot noons of summer, when all the air in 
the great bail above our head trembles as wine in 
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the cup, it is still froni out of the air above us : " All 
liaill" And when evening, coming forlh, trembles 
with tenderness, it is still "All hail !" And every 
day and every year the voice still sounds, to those 
tiiat have an ear to hear, and shall to the veiy end 
of life, "All hail 1 " and when death itself shall come 
to us, still tlie greeting will be : " All hail 1 " As we 
leave things dear and venture into things uncertain, 
still tiie voice will be, "Be not afraid;" for tiiese 
first words with whicli Christ came back to his disci- 
ples are words that now sit high in the heavens, 
singing forever and forever tlie notes of the world's 
joy and of tiie world's deliverance. 



NEWSPAPERS don't praise men who ought 
to be praised ; tbcy praise men the people 
want praised, or who want to be praised themselves. 
Praising and blaming is a matter of bargain and 
sale ; rank is a matter of selhng as much as offices 
are in Washington or Albany, All tliese tilings are 
bought and sold ; the classifications of society are 
various; therefore the word of the Saviour, "The 
last shall be first, and the first last ; the highest shall 
be lowest, and the lowest highest," because in soci-" 
ety the best men are frequently the most obscure ; 
not the less influential, but they are obscure. There 
are thousands of cases in which the magistrate who 
sits highest, and really has most extraordinary 
power, is no match even for one lordly mother, 
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dwelling in a house of poverty, it may be, but, after 
all, sending out her example, her moral influence 
into every family in the neighborhood. Hc;re is 
actual power, although there are no bells on her 
horses as there are on his, and people don't know it. 
So, when thunder-storms come up in summer, what 
a racket the thunder does make ! Yon would think 
the thunder was Lord of every thing. A drop of 
rain comes down with a swift hissing, and smites tlie 
ground; it is lost in it. Well, the thunder goes 
roaring past and bellowing by, but after all it doesn't 
do any thing ; it is the most useless of any part of 
the storm. But tlie raindrop falls and tugs at the 
roots. There is more power in one drop of rain 
than there is in all the thunders tliat roU over the 
mountains, filling them with their echoes. So it is 
with life. Not the highest, not die most conspicu- 
ous, not what are called the most influential are the 
most powerfuL It is they that shed upon society 
the commonest light of reason, it is tiiey that shed 
upon society the purest light of justice ; it is they 
that fill the veins of society with die poorest blood 
of life — it is they that develop tiie highest moral 
possibilities, and teadi man what can be done by 
patience, by forbearance, by weakness, by humility. 
These, after all, are society's best ornaments. We 
say, " Oh, these are very good people, very good 
people, but they have no great influence." The 
more shame for society. We say of people, "They 
are very admirable people, if they are Christians, and 
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1 think they are Christians ; but after a.!! they don't 
do very much." But don't the light do much be 
cause it don't hiss ? 

Doesn't tlie warmth of the sun do much because 
it doesn't sound a trumpet before it? They are 
doing most that seem to be doing the least, that is 
the salvation of society, who perform their duty as it 
is given to them to do, and tliat are good in the 
essentially noble. 

Rev. H. IV. Beehcer. 



I AM going ; yes, I am going ; 
And oh, hows weet 'twill be to die ; 
To end tliis weary, toilsome journey, 

And to live beyond tlie bright blue sky. 
The earthly friends I love surround me, 

And vainly wish for me to stay. 
Yet though I love them, oh, so fondly, 
My longing soul would haste away. 

I do not like these eartlily fetters 

That clog the soul's aspiring thought, 
I'd rather liaste to see my Saviour, 

Who long ago its pardon bought 
Oh, who would feed on worldly pleasure, 

That soon must perish and decay, 
While heaven gives overflowing measure, 

Of joys that can not fade away. 
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The angels now are sweetly singing 

Of perfect love which casts out fear, 
E'en while my soul in faith is clinging, 

Fast to the cross of him so dear. 
I will not fear deatii's gloomy portal, 

Since Jesus has before me gone, . 
To light the way to lands immortal, 

And I shall never feel alone. 

For Christ the Son of God will guide me, 

Safe o'er the river dark and chill. 
And not a wave shall overflow me, 

For he can yet say " Peace, be still ! " 
I am gobg, yes, I am going, 

And Oh, what rapture fills my breast 
To know that when this journey endeth. 

My weary soul shall be at rest. 



IT is not inconsistent with true modcstyfor a man 
to know tliat he is superior to otiiers. There is 
a distinction to be drawn between, self-conceit, wliich 
is blind, undiscriminating impulse, and tlie calm 
judgment of a superior nature of moral faculties. 
Indeed, it is for the want of this self-consciousness 
and self-assertion that good is enfeebled, and that 
wickedness often is so impudent Good men are 
not willing to take itfor granted that the truth-speak- 
ing man is the natural Lord of the liar. He is. 
Standing at a corner, I see a man whose business it 
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is to foment the appetites of men. Like a big- 
bellied spider, he has made himself fat on his victims. 
He has rather more money than 1 liave ; vastly more 
mouth than I have. He looks upon me with con- ' 
tempt as I go past him, as if I was a venomous 
insect; he has his tail behind him 'that join in the 
ribaldry. I look npon that man ; I know that I am 
infinitely his superior ; and it makes no ditference 
whether you elect hira to Washington, or to Albany, 
or anywhere else ; I am still his superior. Why ? 
I love large manhood, he loves animalhood ; I love 
tlie things diat make society strong and pure, he 
loves disorganized society for the sake of sucking its 
blood. I know I am that man's peer because I am 
a more true Christian than he. Can any man say 
that modesty requires him to say that all men are on 
a level ? Is that democracy ? Does democracy re- 
quire you to say that a man six feet six inches high 
is on precisely the same scale as a man five feet 
high ? I won't say so. If a man weighs one hun- 
dred and fifty pounds, and another man we^hs two 
hundred pounds, I say the man who weighs two hun- 
dred pounds is superior in avoirdupois to the man 
who weighs one hundred and fifty pounds. If a man 
is six feet high he has certainly a foot the advantage 
of a man five feet high. As in Eirithmetic there are 
rules for measuring the values of material objects, so 
there is a rule for measuring the moral qualities of 
men. If we say that a man next the bnite is the 
lowest, then tiie man the highest toward God is the 
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highest. If I find in myself traces divine, it is no con- 
ccit in me to say I am the natural superior of a man 
who has no such qualities. Do you think it is con- 
ceit to say you are superior to your children ? Why 
is it, then, with other children, who are grown up, 
conceit to say you are their superior ? Ah ! that is 
not the way men measure. A man lives in an ob- 
scure street, in a two-story house ; another lives in 
tlic court part of the town in a magnificent palace, 
and we, therefore, think he is greatfy superior to the 
other. He lives in a bigger place. But a very mean 
man can live in a very big place. That don't make 
you superior. That makes a man more than another 
that makes him bigger in his heart. He that has tlie 
telescopic eye of faith and can explore the widest 
celestial range — that is greater. He tliat has that 
sympathy which comes firom love of truth, fi'om love 
of justice, from love of rectitude, fiom love of knowl- 
edge, from love of gond, from love of man- — -that 
is the greatest. Don't measuie your magnitude by 
your pocket, nor by your order, nor by your house, 
nor by your surroundings. Measure with the rules 
of judgment. Wliat has God made you, and what 
have yoii made yourself in respect to higher moral 
range ? No ; I hold that it is the want of this self- 
assertion that has been the cause of great mischief 
in society. When a loid's son comes over, if he 
walks largely, we say he has the blond nf his ances- 
tors in him. I do not say whether tliis is a just 
judgment, or an unjust judgment. We tolerate it. 
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JIad Washington had a son, we should have said lie 
carried himself as though he knew he was the son of 
Washington. If the sons of a great man of the 
earth have a riglit to be proud of their father, have 
we not a right to be proud of our father ? Am I the 
object of Christ's thought and sorrowing Gethsc- 
mane ? was it around me tliat He wove the aiiguish- 
fnl feeling that His nature has suffered? has He 
thought of me ? has He carried me in the arms of 
His Providence all the way up ? for me is there a 
name written above, and is there waiting for me a 
crown and a sceptre, and a welcome ? and do I 
know it ; and shall I walk all unconscious of tliese 
things, and demean myself as if I was fatherless, an 
orphan, an outcast, a wanderer in the universe ? I 
am a son of God; I know it. I look down on every 
man who assumes to be my superior by vu-tue of 
things infernal or inferior, and I remember my birth- 
right. Young man, you are ashamed to tell the truth 
because your employer, your partner, an old man 
with a name in the market^ in the whole community, 
a man of large wealth — he quibbles and makes truth 
a mere conunercial element to be bought and sold 
according to his interest. He sneers at you, he 
laughs at you because you are so green as to come 
down with 5-our farmer notions in your head, and 
talk of truth. Let me tell you if you know how to 
tell the truth, you are the natural superior of every 
man who knows how to tell a He. Will you assert 
it? You are ashamed, and are silent among your 
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jeering comisanioiis. " Oh, oh ! [niockinglyj Out 
" boy's not free from his mother's apron-strings 
yet ! And where is your sister ! Good little boy ; 
won't do wrong 1 " Stand up ! [with strong empha- 
sis] let your head shine bright. If you. won't do 
v.'rong, you are his natural superior. You are tlie 
prince of every man who will do wrong. Be proud 
of your superiority. Would you let a ribald mob put 
you to shame ? If you bore the consequences, and 
it brought you in honored name in history, you 
would be proud of it, it would be a shield of gbry. 
I once lived in a community where diey called me 
" Yankee. " I told them I gloried in the name, and 
it meant much to me, although a different thing to 
them. Ah ! That man who casts down his crown 
in the dust, and lets men tiample it under foot! 
Oh ! that man should taLe his conscience, tliat man 
' should talce his purity, and that he should let these 
tilings pay obeisance to anima! lust and appetite. 
You won't drinl;, and you are ashamed of temper- 
ance ! It is your glory. You won't nin mJioly with 
salacious lust, therefore yon are laughed at and 
jeered at. The disciples were jeered at, too ; an- 
gehc natures have been jeered at, and will be forever 
and ever. Be higher than the miserable passions of 
the men around about you. It is because men don' t 
stand up to their principles, because they are afraid 
to declare the things truly their glory and honor, 
tliat men support so much in society. I say to every 
maiden, to every young man, and to every man 
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grown, remember the purity of your nature, that 
■which is supreme and noblest and most divine. Be 
proud of that wherever you go. Lift up your head. 



NOW, when Christian ty n ikes a gif to the poor, 
it cannot afford to p ck off the eanest prod- 
ucts of the tree, and say to d em \ on are poor, 
and you can eat tin worn eate i L When 
Christianity give to 1 e poo t s bou d to give 
them the best it 1 as Th efo e vhe yon build 
missions for the poor bu Id d e bet er dian your 
own churches. When you oj e read ng rooms for 
the poor, make then n e nmptuo then tlie read- 
ing-rooms which o f }0U selve and your 
children. Be mo e ge erous to the poo than you 
are to yourselves. That is the spirit of Christianity. 
Be more kind to them than you are to yourselves. 
That is the true inspiration of Christianity. And 
when men shall understand this, and begin to endow 
missions and reading-rooms for the poor — magnifi- 
cently endow them, so diat they will go on working 
hundreds and hundreds of years- — they can afford to 
rest from their labor and go to heaven; for being 
dead, they shall speak in the things they have done, 
and cany comfort and encouragement and relaxation 
and knowledge to those who most need them. A 
man might well place before him in life this single 
ambition: "I will malte myself so well off that I 
shall have enough to build a kind of home for the 
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poor, so tliat when my family shall be scattered 
there shall be gathered a larger family whom I have 
blessed." Oh! how poor the vision of a hfe of 
pleasure seems in comparison and contrast with these 
munificent and noble ways of life ! 



WHEN, 'midst the strife of earthly life, 
We're sad and weary grown ; 
By care oppressed we long to rest, 

Where sorrows are unknown, ; 
'Tis sweet to know, though life below 

Is but a fleeting day 
Of smiles and tears and hopes and fears, 
"This, too, shall pass away." 



Sad mourner here, does life seem drear? 

Have loved ones gone before ? 
Though life is gloom, beyond the tomb 

Friends meet to part no more ; 
Here partings come, but in that home 

There comes no pai'ting day. 
Though life below is full of wo, 

" Tliis, too, shall pass away." 

Aged pilgrim lone, thou'rt journeying on 

Toward a home on high. 
Where fairest flowers in Eden bowers 

Shall never fade and die ; 
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In that fair clime, no touch of time 
Takes youthful joys away — 

Though sad and lone, and weary grown, 
"This, too, sliall pass away." 

When life is past, we hope at last 

To reach that heavenly shore, 
And free from care, in mansions fair 

We'll dwell forever more — 
In that blest home no sorrows come. 

And we shall never say 
Wliile with the blest we sweetly rest, 

"This, too, shall pass away." 



AS a sliip held by an anclior looks as though it 
were going out with the tide, yet never goes, 
so some souls that seem constantly to be getting 
nearer to Clirist never come, because Uiey are an- 
chored and held by some secret sin. 

ASK the fatiicr and tlie mother, weeping over 
tlie coffin of their first-born and only child, 
whether tliey regret that the child was born. Ask 
them the same question, in after years, when that 
little life has come to be a tliread of gold running 
Ihrougli all their experiences. If they give an 
affirmative answer, I will be silent. No, my mar- 
ried friends — you who will sluink from accepting 
the chiiicest privileges bestowed upon you — you are 
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wrong ; and if you live, you will arrive at a period 
where you will see tliat tliere are rewards and pun- 
ishments attached to this diing. What is to sustain 
you when in old age — the charms of youth all past, 
desire extinguished, and die grassliopper a burden — 
you sit at your lonely board, aiid thini: of the stran- 
gers who are to enjoy the fruit of your most finitiess 
life ? Who are to feed the deadening affections of 
your heart, and keep life bright and desirable to its 
close, but the little ones whom you rear to maoliood 
and womanhood? What is to reward you for the 
tods of life, if you do not feel that you — your 
tiioughts, your blood, your influence — are to be 
continued m the future ? Do you like the idea of 
having hirelings, or those who are anxious to get rid 
of you, about your dying bed? Is it not worth 
something to have a family of children whom you 
have reared, lingering about your giave, with tears 
on their cheeks and blessings on their lips — tears 
for a great loss, and blessings on tlie liallowed influ- 
ence which has trained dieni in tiie path of duty, and 
directed dicm to life's noblest ends ? 



BAD tiioughts are worse enemies than lions and 
tigers ; for we keep out of the way of wild 
beasts, but bad thoughts win their way everjTvhere. 
The cup tiiat is full mil hold no more ; keep your 
hearts full of good thoughts, that bad thoughts may 
6nd no room to enter. 
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"'"T^HOSE who have lost an infant are never, 
X as it were, without an infant child They 
are the only persons who, in one sense, rctdn it 
always, and they furnish otlier parents with tlie 
same idea. The other children grow up to manliood 
and womanhood, and suffer all the changes of mor- 
tality. This alone is rendered an immortal child." 

WHEN our Lord sent out his disciples, he gave 
them what might be called a charge, the 
most sLriking sentence of which was : " Behold, I 
send you forth as sheep in the midst of wolves : be 
ye wise as serpents, and harmless as doves." We 
have an impression at times that our Master was 
one of tliose s'mple and transparent persons who 
are without taci in the adaptation of truth to times 
and seasons, but the prudence of our Lord was one 
of Ms most conspicuous traits. 

When he first visited Jerusalem, he found that the 
Pharisees would persecute him to the deatli, so he 
went away. All through life, no one feature is more 
conspicuous than his nice foresight and wise discre- 
tion. He did not say to the disciples, "You have 
God's everlaslmg truth to declare, and you may 
speak widiout regard to consequences;" but, "I 
send you as sheep among wolves ; under sudi cir- 
cumstances, be ye wise as serpents." In our time, 
the serpent is '&i^ emblem of malignity, but with the 
ancients it was the emblem of wisdom. Christ says 
to his disciples, "In preaching, be wise, be closely 
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wise, shrewdly wise, think, judge." The servant of 
the Lord is not at liberty to speak the tnith under 
all circumstances. He is so to speak that men who 
will not hear on one side will hear on the other. 
Ivien call that worldly policy. It may become so, it 
may degenerate into that ; but it is the dnty of every 
man to employ his utmost sagacity, foresight, and 
prudence to nicely adapt himself to places, times, 
and circumstances. But you' say; "May a man 
take advantage of the weakness of another?" 
"May a CInristian do so?" Don't a mother take 
advantage of tlie weakness of her baby? Don't a 
teadier take advantage of the wcaJ^ness of the boy 
to make him eager, right-minded, noble? Yoti may 
not play upon a man's weakness to make him worse, 
but you may to make him better. We ai'e to be ail 
things to all men, if by any means we may save 
some. This is the law of nature and of conscience. 
There are some harum-scarum people, who go blun- 
dering splash dash, and thinli it means largeness. 
They think if they only speaic the truth, they may 
go slam-bang into men. 

A ti'ue man never employs another's weakness to 
serve himself. But for tlie sake of helping men, 
he may be ignorant witii the ignorant, poor with the 
poor, under the law with those under tlie law. 
Those men have always done the most good who 
have been wise as serpents and haimless as doves. 

You are not to be self-seeking. Goodness com- 
bined with tact, in tiie character of a persoii who is 
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in places of trust, enables him to work in a wide 
field. What a cliance for endeavor is given to such 
a man ! What large conquests he can make, and, 
in the great harvest, what sheaves he can bring 
home ! 

Me. Halliday asked; "If we may take advan- 
tage of others to benefit them, then may we not take 
advantage of others to benefit ourselves, if we do 
not injure them?" 

Mr. Beechek. — That is dangerous; it is more 
manly to use one's own power. A man will be apt 
to blunt his sensibilities, and use them in ways that 
blunt them. If I want to carry a point in which 
I am very mtich interested, through a man whom I 
know to be sensible to praise, I go to him and pat 
him, and gradually begin to play upon his approba- 
tiveness till he feels pr^se without knowing it is 
praise ; then if I go away, saying, " Poor fool 1 but I 
got what I went for," tliat is detestable. But sup- 
pose I know a man in danger of brealdng his neck 
by a certain course. I have an instance in mind of 
a faimer in Marion County, Ind., who emigrated 
from Massachusetts. No man made butter and 
cheese that had a better repute than his. He was 
a good Presbyterian as I was, but he had refused to 
pay his subscription on account of some dissatisfac- 
tion. The minister had to ieave, and the church 
was broken down. At last there w£is a revival, and 
the only stumbling-block in the way was my friend 
Adams. They came to me to see if I could not 
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persuade him. 'Wlien he came to see me, he said he 
did take his knife and cut his name out of Ihe 
cliiircli-hst because tlie minister did not prove as 
good af he pretended to be. I said to him : 
"There is a dieese-maker in the next town. Sup- 
pose he should make a contract with Harrison to 
biing him five hundred-weight of cheese. Wlien he 
comes with his five-hundred weight of cheese, Hajri- 
Bon refuses to fulfil the contract, because his cheese 
is not as good as Adams's. Who does make as 
good cheese as yours in this country? " 

"Wall, wall, I guess you're right." 

He paid his subscription, became a good memljcr 
of the clrarch, and from it went into the kingdom of 
heaven. There is a case where I employed his 
weakness to excite his benevolence, and turned his 
vanity into a minister of righteousness. It is not the 
best way to work, but it is better than none. We 
are to use lower ranges of motive, and then go a step 
higher. It is better to do tlie best things through 
the best motives, but by any means we may win d^e 
man to God. For all the farms in the country, I 
\vould not have done as I did for my own advantage, 
but to save that man I would. 



EDUCATION" does not commence with the a!- 
' pliabet; it begins with a mother's look; a 
fatjier's nod of approbation, or his sign of reproof; 
with a sister s gende pressure of tlie hand, or a brolJi- 
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er's noble act of forbearance; with a handful of 
flowers in green and daisy meadows; with a bird's 
nest admired, but not touched ; witli pleasant walks 
in shady lanes ; and with thoughts directed, in sweet 
and kindly tones and words, to nature, to beauty, to 
acts of benevolence, to deeds of virtue, and to the 
source of all good — to God himself I 

MEN'S lives should be like the day, more beau- 
tiful in tlie evening; or like the summen 
aglow with promise ; and the autumn, rich with the 
golden slieaves, where good works and deeds have 
ripened on the field. 

THE less wo expect from this world, the bettci 
for us. The less we expect from our fellow- 
raen, whether of spiritual help or of inspiring exam- 
ple, the smaller will be our disapiJointment He 
that leans on his own strengdi leans on a broken 
reed. We are always going to be something strong- 
er, purer, and holier. Somewhere in the future there 
always hangs in tbe air golden ideal of a higher life 
that we are going to readi ; but as we move on, the 
dream of better things moves on before us also. It 
is like the child's running over behind the hill to 
catdi the rainbow. When he gets on the hill-top, 
the rainbow is as far off as ever. Thus does our 
day-dream of a higher Christian life keep floating 
away from us ; and we are left to realize what frail, 
unreliable creatures we are when we rest our e\pec- 
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